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TOM TAYLOR 1 s TSXAS TKAVEL TALKS 



Texas Is a traveler's paradise, or as us bushy taUed am^rty pants flood ole 
boys say, a traveling garden or &ien with action on the constant go l*Ke a w^ld 
zany party of great story tellers state or L.ina seeking the unknown grandeur of 
the great promised land. The distant Texas state boraers provide enough w 4 ae open 
spaces una dozens of crowded cities teeming w 4 th urbane lire to fit all persua- 
sions of folks. We long *<nded Texas folks go everywhere just to take a fast look 
for tne sheer fun of 1t all t to see exactly what Kind of wild curiosity the Texus 
gooa life has to offer—need no rhyme or real reason to get a little traveling 
noise Into our topnotch Texanl zed lives. I can travel eight hundred and fifty 
miles across the east to west terrain wad then traverse that far north to south 
before even getting half-way tired of tne good ole me3a1 ng arouna the Texas Goa- 
made fun sights, doing all this faster than you can 3ay Jack hob^nson at that, A 
prodding Texan not wanting to see more Texas countryside, rural or cU^ried, is 
scarce as hen's teeth, let me tell you. We true-blue Texans put our fc<g loud 
mouthed bill into the great expanse of all wandering things Texas. u e roaming 
Texans can find our luctcy selves wherever we go Into the big universe known as 
friendly Tejaa blue skies. tty genial Texas ranged homeland contains more varied 
landscape scenic contrasts than any rambunctious Texan can experience it all <n 
Just one regular lifetime, even one l<ka me, going nigh onto 82 years ol journey- 
ing all though this great slap-happy state of mine. Texas is thus Just too large 
or unlimited to understand completely in one long lifetime; T should know after 
walking so daring all over every square foot of the prlatlna Texas ooU to r.o noe 
for myself rrom time iuui*or1al when ] was a mora ltd ji u Loy till now au a cur- 
rent full-grown senior citizen sojourning into jiy but decade *t lit* yt-t. Co, 
my pi esent rambling bunicum is rather to be expected with my twenty- twenty good- 
times hindsight, aaa excuse me for ii\1ng if J shoulu uv er lie— I Juiit fell out 
of tne hearse ou tne way to tell you all the blunder i nr trifles of my passing 
foolhardy ways. I Just naturally get vocal like this accicentally-on-purpose. If 
you don't belKve every wora I say as gospel VfcSU truth or high toned iule chat- 
tering, then don f t say I didn't warn you about going with m« through the land or 
Texas malarkey. Siteptlc souls of my traipsing all over hell f 2 half acre ana then 
some Just nearly ain f t truly Texas bred enough to know the aMTnence to nxpect 
such gad-about burucum. But then It you don't know no better than to *o prowling 
along with me for the mere hellacious fun oi It all in my stray* ng nomad 4 c state 
or jiinu, so be it, to hold your pace of mind ana stay home t^ be bored it Iff* T 
would never bora you wlUi a dull story, for T n<.a rather bore you With a w* la 
funny one I 

Fun is the name of the game for goou jaunty Toxas Jovial every day l<v<ng. 
Ana Texas fun times get 1n your blue tromping veins like a life-giving blood 
plasma jogging transfusion. Genuine olu-f ashi oned Texas brand of fun 1s Just what 
the out-going doctor ordereu or what us goou ole naturally glud-happy boys ua.|jy, 
ana all my rollicking joy surely 4 s far better for you than a stuffed shirt pom- 
pous arse attHude so come irolic with me to shoot the hot breeze and bretut bread 
along the way. Eating barbecue banquet style and telling wild tales are the »M 
Game-o" Texas chic rage timeout from serious dullardness as our Tex-Uex fooling 
around motto aown here <n re'.el land acetates the good sport Ui? Hie <s always 
lived fully. Texans are always funning It up }Q the middle or everything at oad 
times ana tnat f s no big liar f s tale either, or my name 1s muu. Texas 1s 1n the 
middle of things, evenly geographically centered III the m* d-c ontl nent of the 
Third Coast area on the hot Gulf of Mexico. And us lively Texans ourselves are 
thusly slap-dab In the great centerpiece pace setter ahowplace of the whole west- 
ern hemisphere where more original varieties or primal riora and native born 
Texan fauna good stufr flourish than anywhere else on God "a green earth. 

nhy, no where else does so much one-of-a-kind growing things proliferate 
full ol local color tall U;lcs told 1 nto mythical proportions such as the hors<n* 
around cowboy roaeo performer or oilman wnueler-dealer and NASA spaceman odysseyi 
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Texas is thusly Larger then all outdoors that can't hold It, reaching upward 
always beyond the stars and consequently there's very little room inside any 
real-live Texan's attitude for small minded things bound solely to flat head 
dullards with their fuss-budget badmouthing ill manners. #te Texans are just too 
high-spirited of a stormy rowdy soul to live quietly boring and that makes us 
Texas folks a breath of fresh air in a stuffy lifestyle, even when at home on a 
hot breezy desert Padre Island beach when it comes time to pay the piper for 
our funning ways* Just put on your hip boots and wade through this narration 
with me in my fun-loving Texas style gesturing. '.Ye Texans are always in the 
bull's eye focal point of pulling pranks of funning romping antics on each 
other; practical jokes are our mainstay, for at a moment's notice we are off tc 
the races pell-mell of running-for-the-wild-roses stir crazy good times as any 
butt-cut Texan will tell you or gladly put-one-over-on-you, so ask me no 
questions and I will tell you no lies about all my no-nonsense rubbish monkey- 
shines sauntering through my long time native-Texan personal experiences. 

The Texan way is too boisterous for a normal person to appreciate in just 
one mere lifespan. Or can anyone ever calm down to being the same down-to-earth 
personal lifestyle after experl encing the woolly-bear Texan raw-hiding brand 
of fun. And no real-live Texan can ever stop talking about the bicger-than-lif e 
Texas scene or even resist the chance like myself now to spin fanciful yarns 
about the old-timey Texas mystique or tall tale origins. So, now, let me tell 
you the unadulterated truth about Texas origins and its legendary people, ^ven 
God himself is an original true-blue Texan because He of course created the 
whole big land of wonderment named Texas with a little bit of the whole uni- 
verse put into our hoavenly borders of Texas Just to showcase the contrasts of 
what life has to offer the truly great inquisitive Texanized souls of this 
world. God Just naturally had a divine sense of humor to aliure when he made 
holy Texas so religiously big; the Lord Allmlghty wanted a celestial-sized re- 
treat to get away from the deified tedium of heavenly desires so he just fash- 
ioned a land of vastness called Tejas or ole friendly Texas as his last really 
great resort (Mother Nature is the Lord's own true handmaiden or helpmate in 
making Texas what it really is today as one of their better world efforts but 
then that is another holy terror wild tale for later telling). The everlasting 
God himself could almost get lost or misdirected in a turn-around bumfuzzled 
labyrinth of wild trails and endless roads not yet taken in some immense parts 
Df Texas: the piney woods of deep T^st Texas are enough of a gigantic Big Thick 
et forest to wander almost forever in a limber lost maze; the extreme North 
Texas terrain has more little rivers and shallow creeks than any deified arch- 
angel hunter can ever find his way back on the same path he went or can shake 
a big stick at; the Central Texas flat plains landscape are big enough to hold 
the rest of the whole world; the windswept /est Texas parched desert lands are 
a little bit of ^gypt' s endless hellacious sand dun^s or nearly hot enough to 
be hades itself— even the devil n hlsself' f ain't never pot his fill of West 
Texas dusty characters; and the semi-tropical Valley of South Texas is exotic 
enough to capture the amazon imagination of any story teller like myself full 
of those ruby-red blttersweet-to-sour grapefruits grown no place else. 

The whole world vaints to come see Texas because there is no place else 
just like it. And the Infamous Texas brag has made this place called Texas so 
all-fired inscrultable and improbable to the befuddled foreigners who occupy 
the rest of the great United States territory that was once all part of the 
vast boundaries of the Republic of Texas. The best all-flred-up PR press for 
T*xas is the people themselves. Texans are Just naturally going to talk ever 
so glowingly about Texas wherever they are; we are always advertising our hone- 
place like a laying chicken hen that flies-off the nest so loudly cackling 
about the big egg just laid so you can surely see that Texans give no never 
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mind to being laughed-at for having the proverbial egg on our smiling face when 
we put it all there intentionally in the first place to get fame for our big 
mental state Just for the grins of it. Our last laugh is the best laugh. 
Thus, everyone can hardly wait to get-in on the noisy Texas brand of fun or 
at least come see what all the ruckus is about. Texans are like a proud but 
loud cackling fowl f riendly3how-of f hawking our greut big laid egg (why, fish 
lay thousands of eggs at one time and never say word-one so just how many 
folks do you know are eager to eat fish eggs each morning for breakfast fare? 
Hen eggs are thusly the worldly rage like Texas simply because of loud cackling 
about a mighty good thing) • So, now, you should understand why T am like the 
cook-of-the-walk crowing about everything Texas. Some people think I am Joking 
but you should know better by now that I am serious as a Jud<;a on eleotlon day 
when a Duval County ballot box is over-stuffed for my benefit, at that. But I 
can cackle and chuckle all day long about the great estate of Texas. The only 
reason that I do stop cackling about Texas late at night is not that I am 
tired of Texas but because I get to go to sleep and then dream about my most 
favorite state of being. Being tired-to-death in a great dream state is nearly 
as good as being wide awake in Texas during a tornado wind storm. 

Until you been in a Texas tornado, you Just ain f t never really lived. I 
have experienced first hand more then my share of fast moving tornadoes. V/hen 
I was a pare lad of a boy I used to could outrun a Texas tornado real easy* I 
Just ran in zig zag angles and confused the dickens out of that dust devil of 
a Texas wind storm. Man, was I ever good at doinp that kind of brain storming 
funning around. I could lost a wind storm funnel cloud in no time flat at all; 
sometimes I could not see a thing myself for all the darkness around me frcm 
the dust kic king-up from my own heels. New, I as an old man Just sit around and 
wait for the Texas tornado to come to me to do its own thing. I don't rightly 
have the energy no more like I used to. The national weather service now w> rns 
us so far in advance that T Just go to the local shelter when the wind blows 
hard; actually, I still have my very own storm cellar lsft over from the good 
old days of nearly being scared to death by a Texas tornado. 

The old folks in my family long age used to go rushing into the storm 
cellar, running there, when the least little ole black looking cloud formed in 
the blue sky. That's really what got me to running so much In the first place. 
I was actually running away from being closed-up in a cramped hole in the damp 
ground comonly called a storm cellar. I would run like the dickens In the 
great open outdoors away from the family imprisoned grotto. I would as a half 
grown boy run to see if it was actually a full-bloomed Texas tornado or just 
merely a black smokescreen of rain clouds about to pour-down much needed water 
on the parched earth. And being young and foolish, I would run up very close tc 
have a fast look before ' turning tail to run lilce all get-out to escape the 
wrath of one of those terrorizing Texas tornadoes. A funnel cloud is such a 
fright sight to behold anyway; it looks like it will go at Just about any angle 
since It is so crooked running itself. But a tornado is an odd yet very big 
beautiful sU-ht to see in the far distance traveling like crazy from the south- 
east ccrnar of the big dark storm cloud in a seemingly straight line for a 
quarter of a mile as It turns across the Texas countryside. It runs a good fas- 
race. And you got another think coming if you believe you can really out-fox a 
Texas tornado. It is funnier than a wild barrel of soared monkeys at a crazy 
zoo; you Just can't out-thunk anyone of them Texas tornadoes, and I also Just 
ain't funning you up a bit about having a good wild Texas fun time in a Texas 
storm. You Just ain't never had no real fun till you been in a Texas tornado. 
We is all in this big Texas tornado alley together and had better get used to 
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the Idea of running for our lives as a common experience all over this great 
big state of hellacious stormy fun when a Blue Norther sweeps down on us so 
suddenly, with its mix of hot and cold air to make a funnel cloud cyclone . 

Texas is full of more funny varied experiences just a 1 waiting to happen 
than anywhere else in all the world. We Texans got more unused terrain than you 
can shake a stick at. The whole landscape is just waiting for someone to happec 
along for the fun of it all on this great real estate bust of Texas land* And 
Texans are just not one race of folks to sit around to wait a long time for 
something to start happening; we go outdoors and do something about it— we do 
it even if it is wrong. But a real Texan can't do nothing really wrong. Doing 
nothing real well is my speciality so I should knew. But the only thing wrong 
with doing nothing all day is that you never know when you are finiahedl The 
less I do, the better I am at it. I can finish nothing real fast. 

Yet I can finish-up doing nothing better than anyone else in the state of 
Texas. I can June-around real fast doing nothing all the time. I learned all 
this kind of work-brittle eagerness early in my life from old timey family 
relatives. My folks came to Texas with the v*ry first settlers as a big familj 
f:roup in a wagon train so m started out early being a good true-blue Texan 
with the original Texians or Texicans as they called themselves humorously way 
back then. I got more generations of ornery Texans behind my family tree than 
I care to mention or even can shake a stick at; they is all deep inside me 
right now like a giant pene pool swimming around ray innards or else I am just 
like they are, if you can figure out what I just intended to say. 

Tls no telling to what lengths of fun a good true-blue Texan will go to; 
I should know as much and better about having good clean fun. But don't do as 
I do, just do a s I say, to quote an old uncle of mine who preached this brand 
of perverse philosophy just like all the big time pr achers still do on the 
radio/TV machines; my preacher man uncle could get down to the basics of being 
a holy-roller good book believer with the best of them. Well, I learned my 
daily good-book lessons so easy by watching all my relatives ha ve a good time 
funning one another up one side of Texas real estate and down the other side ol 
their laughing state of malarkey. One of my most unusual kinsmen was an uncle 
from Scotland* He was actually a great-great-uncle, and he was old— I do mean 
he was old by any standards and did he ever look it. His face was so wrinkled 
that it looked like a roadmap to eternal old a^e. My uncle was older than uny 
gold digging thing in the whole big universe. But the old man came to the New 
World as he called this land of Texas from Aberdeen, Scotland to see the 
infamous big Tejas. And he wanted to see it all, mind you, every square foot. 

You see, the old Scotsman was rich enough to do anything in the world he 
wanted to do. He was so wealthy, even by stingy Scottish standards, that no 
one living would dare dispute his fortune as being big because he spent so 
little of it; it seemed odd that the less the man spent the more everyone said 
he tod — he v*is one old man who spent nothing at all and that made folks say 
or repute ttot he was a really big rich man. Old Unc did not spend a penny 
for having fun yet he had a big reputation for being really rich like a big 
spender would to ve as a fabulous Broadway-Joe image in New York City if he had 
spent a million dollars just to prove he was a millionairt. My Uncle Scotty 
as we called him said that spending a million dollars to prove you were a 
millionaire would only help bankrupt him or send him to the poor house, so 
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being frugal was his plan. Lordy, was that old Scotsman ever frugal. He could 
out-frugal anybody with his old timey Scotch ways. But I did just happen to 
3-96 his bank deposit slip once that transferred more than enough fund5to bank- 
roll any wheeler-dealer Texas sized investment, Tis a marvel that a Texas 
size bank rcbbery didn't happen right then and there in the bank lobby when my 
old Unc presented his letter of credit. But then Jes9e James was already 
caught and long dead or we would have had cause for worry* The money was not 
to be spent for any casual things like food or shelter; the funds were to be 
made available only in oase the old Scotsman found a deal that was just too 
good to pass-up. That ole Scotsman was always prepared for the moment, 
whatever it was going to be or lead to. 

I even made elaborate preparations myself to show my grand-unole Scotty 
all over the heartland of the great state of Texana. T got train and bus 
schedules to all points of Texas from our place— surely was a good thing that 
I did not purchase tickets ahead of time to those parts. That would have been 
money wasted down the drain or out the window so to speak. That old stingy -gut 
Scotsman was serious as a Judge about seeing all of Texss first hand but for 
freel He wanted to walk, not just to save money, he said, but to be able to 
see everything at close scrutiny. And we scrutinized deep into the heart of 
Texas, I can assure you. We indeed saw Texas up very close every step of the 
way — lordy mercy, did we ever see every foot of Texana soil I Old Unc Sootty 
was committed to this long walk throughout Texas; the more we walked, the more 
committed he was to continue saving his travel money (and let me tell you. I 
wanted him committed to Terrell insane asylum when we finally got that far). I 
was a typical young whippersnapper back then and would waste more energy doing 
nothing than wanting to enjoy going on a long walk through Texas. 

Was I ever good at walking - ? But I was much better at running. Of course, 
I was a lot younger back then and did not really mind showing my old Uno arounc 
the big real estate of Texas; I was getting out of work while doing all this 
good deed stuff of talking on a hospitality trip— re;aember , I was also pretty 
good at doing nothing much at all. Well, I Just figured that the old Scotsman 
would soon tire of his travels on foot long before I could become exhausted. 
Wow, was I ever wrong about that old stingy mossback man getting tired-; he 
could walk circles around any foot race that I ever saw or won. Unc Scotty 
could certainly walk all over you long before you could even get started good. 
All this walking or going aroving to see Texas soil first hand began way back 
in 1914 when I was only fourteen years old, Just barely past my birthday on 
April 17th. I was big for my age and looked older than I actually was so I 
really was a worldly experienced looking man-about-tcwn whan I finally turned 
twenty-one in 1921 on April 17. 

My old Unc was so old that he no longer oelebrated birthdays; it oost too 
much, he said, to indulge an expensive useless habit Just to keep bad memories 
alive. And besides, he was too busy seeing the New World of Texas to stop and 
remind himself that he had come over on ths ark with Noah. My old uncle walked 
usm? a cane; he could do more different things with that old cane than you 
would think possible. My uno would use the hook on the handle to catch the 
attention in a big restaurant when he would ask for a free glass of water and 
th*n not buy a dime's worth of food. The old Scotsman did not intend to return 
tn aat there so he did not waste hard cash on tips or non-essentials as he 
called it. Th". thl big time restaurants in "Little New York City acting- 
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Dallas did not cater to my Uncle Scotty's stingy ways very well. The folks over 
at Terrell Insane asylum Just naturally assumed that I was talcing the ecoentrio 
old man to the mental hospital but Just a few miles down the road in Big D 
township the folks were a whole f nother world there* The Dellisltes were ready 
to ride him out of town on a rail so to speak for not buying an expensive 
entree, so we got out of there fast, when his refusal to tip met such heated 
opposition and open hostility from those high stepping fancy waiters. 

We tnen walked to Fort Worth where the rivalry between Dallas bordered 
on the truly insane. Signs were everywhere stating, "Co to Dallas for your 
entertainment but stay in Ft. Worth for fun." We stayed in Fort Worth till 
old Unc got tired of smelling all the cow stench; the cow town stock yards 
fascinated the old man. He even earned extra money to pay all of our 
expenses by punohing cows with his long cane; that old man would poke them in 
the rump like an electric cattle prod to make them hustle down the corral to 
their manifest destiny as he called it ever so politely; he had a loud rebel 
yelp that the cows were afraid of (that old man would have been a great Indian 
frontier fighter or good Confederate sniper soldier back in the good old days) 
But we did not have the good old days back in my day; we just had rinky-dink 
high riding times. Fort Worth also had a big slogan sign tte t proclaimed /'The 
Gateway to the West. 11 And the desert terrain certainly was convincing of that 
deserted f act. 

The flat desert plains appealed to my Uncle Sootty. He had never seen 
anything so endless and sparkling in the bright sunlight. Never before had he 
realized that so much nothing oould go on so long and so far. We felt like we 
oould see forever and then some. No trees and no shade either. We walked 
through the endless boiling oven-heat of this West Texas land space. My old 
unc did not seem to mind the hot winds; he had changed into his kilts with the 
family colors of course. The constant whiff of wind at 18 miles per hour Just 
whipped a breeze up his coat tail as I called it; he had a big smile on his 
face all the time, big as a wave on a slop bucket. But trouble did come our 
way. Life did indeed exist on the vast desert after all. The cactus and yucoa 
plants contained a vertible Jungle of life beneath them. 

A tall West Texas oactus near us had the biggest rattle snake in the 
world residing there. That coiled snake hissed and rattled it»40 foot tall at 
us like long lost old friends or so my old unc said. But I assured him that 
the rattle snake was deadly' and was also fit to eat, once killed. (I was an 
authority on poisonous snakes because I had once been biten and my ripht leg 
turned all striped like the venom in the dangerous snake nearby, plus I would 
puke my head off when a whiff of the snake's breath can» my way — needless, to 
say that I was doing my thing, getting all striped looking and throwing-up like 
a giant geyser), //ell, the old man took his trusty cane and used it like a 
fancy sword or carving knife. Uno defanged tha t old snake first, so fast, that 
the varment did not know what was happening; that snake was dead long before 
it knew it. My uncle was not a man to waste a thing so he used the long skin 
to make a thousand belts to sell; the flesh or meat ws then roasted over our 
camp fire; the defanged snake a»at tasted a lot like chicken. We were pert-near 
starved to death, so good and hungry, that I could have eaten a horse right 
there on the spot. Rattle snake meat is good eating if you don't know what it 
is. V/e at* our fill and pecked the rest for future meals that might not be so 
easy to find later. We continued our long walk westward. We v*lked along so 
many old dusty trails and through so many dust devil wind storms that I 
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This biggest eating place in the world was so large that the waiters were 
on roller skates* The head waiter rode a motorcycle just to check on all the 
waiters, v&o were always out on the main dining room floor, And one Sunday, 
my uncle decided to stop serving long enough to turn thanks at the noon meal; 
his devout Presbyterian Calvinism required that reverent pause so he asked 
Reverend Smith to pray and mind you over five-thousand reverend Smiths stood up 
to turn thanks. That f s how large the restaurant was. And tips of course pro- 
vided the most of their pay. Getting food prepared was no easy task in this 
largest of eatery; tons of potatoes had to be mashed like grapes— the waiters 
had to take a bath and then get into the vats to mash them up. And to grease 
ttm cooking range far breakfast, the waiters tied thiok meat rind skins on 
their feet to oil down a freshily cleaned grill by skating across the top like 
ice on a pond. We had a full house all the time; the major highways to Alpine 
and to Presidio kept constant traffic coming our way on the desolate desert. 
Folks also drove to California this way; Highway 67 from Dallas came through, 
tnat's how we had walked that far to this God forsaken place. Famous people 
thou#i ate at our place; the infamous legendary Paul Bunyan and his Babe-the- 
blue-ox even came; the ox however fell into our' back yard fii'ty-foot deep 
cistern on a Sunday morning. That oxen was indeed about to die or so I thought 
even on the Lord's Day so T Jumped in anyway— the ox was truly in the proverbie 
ditch so I began desperate means to save that legended animal. I milked that 
ox till we both floated to the top of the cistern on the heavy cream. But Babe- 
the-blue-ox swam so fast that all the good fresh sweet milk got churned around 
into curds and whey until the thiok cream rose to turn into butter and butter- 
milk. But even all that butter only lasted half-way through the breakfast houi 
on our delicious pancakes. The milk did not even laat half that much time into 
the rush hour. We fed people by the dozens; word of mouth got around even 
South of tte border that we had the best food in the world. The snake steaks 
were our speciality or drawing card, tfe used the fangs from the deadly snakes 
to make ivory buttons and doo-dad whatnots to sell. My old Scottish uncle even 
built a button factory so as not to waste a thing that could make a dollar. The 
button factory soon earned more money than the cafe. We had to be careful with 
the snake fang buttons or they would bite you when on the shirts that were too 
tight, but my old unc said tto t was only from being pinched by a too small 
shirt size. My old uncle soon sold out; he wanted to see the rest of Texas and 
thus could not operate a lucrative eatery since he still had the wanderlust. 
Besides, old unc was concerned about the famous Marfa lights; he Just knew 
that some outer-space Marfalutlons were lurking nearby. And old TTnc did not 
want to get taken-in by them UFC^s. The restaurant business might someday be 
hurt if local folks feared that some science fiction supernatural thing was 
connected to those strange balls of fire floating through the West Texas 
static electrified night air. 

Old One luckily sold to an Irishman who must have been right off the 
boat. The inmlgrant somehow made good Irish whiskey out of potatoes— the luck 
of the Irish must have been with him. Uncle Scotty told the Irishman, or 
Arushmun as my unc said tto word Irishnan, that the Marfa lights were only 
swamp gas reflections of lanterns being used by little leprechauns hiding thai] 
soli in the hills. That quickly sold the Irishman or old Arushmun on buying 
the restaurant for sure near hidden gold' tha t could be searched-for when he 
was not busy frying snake steaks. V* all l$ft happy as a clam. 

My old Uncle made a fortune on the cafe sale alone, but we still had to 
continue our voyage, walking, to see Texas first hand and mainly to save the 
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money. We strolled to Del Rio and had the tirae of our Uvea* Old Unc spoke 
his Scotch dialect on them Mexicans so their Tex-Mex lingo did not work to 
confuse him like most other tourists reacted; he confused the hellac iousness 
out of them instead* They could not beg a cent out of him either of course* All 
the professional Mexican beggars finally paid old Unc to leave their small 
territorial corner and thus not infringe on their gig. Thus, I learned a free 
lesson well on how to out-penhandle the best of them from my old Scottish 
uncle. 

We then panhandled our way through Mexicali country as old TTnc called 
this part of Texas. The road sights never ceased to amuse the old Scotsman. The 
horned toads amused the old man to no end; he called them horny toads and from 
the looks of their numbers he was not far wrong— their population kept growing 
by leaps and bounds wherever we went 1 . The long hot dry walk to Eagle Pass saw 
lots of hcrny toads doing their thing on each oth^r in public at that. But the 
spiders posed the biggest problem or threat. Those hairy things Just cams a 
hopping along and over fences like jack rabbits on wheels. I was scared of 
them of oourse. Well, the biggest tarantulas ware nearly as big as horses, as 
I best do remember now. That old trusty stylet of a walking cane of my uncle's 
surely did come in bandy once more; he threw it like a spear into the heart or 
solar plexus area of those spiders— that javelin cane did the trick as a good 
harpoon more than once, too. Tarantulas are a normal thing in West Texas and 
onward down through the Southwestern area of the state, but those huge hairy 
arachnoids are one spider story that T will never forget, or want to repeat as 
a mind boggling experience. 

My old uncle killed every big spider he saw with his sharp ax cane blade; 
he retrieved the sword cane after every kill. We never ate any spiders, though. 
All the exotic chocolate covered ants and caterpillar insects today would have 
been an inspired hay-day money-maker thing for my Scotch uncle to earn another 
Texas sized fortune off roasting those creepy creatures. But those West Texas 
Jaok rabbits as old Unc called those spiders were too cumbersome to individual- 
ly market — only stews or soups would best serve-up those critters. We then 
wulked along in peace and quietude after old Unc had killed a few dozen of 
those arachnoids; word must have gotten out that they were very valuable since 
the old Scotsman was hunting them down for money so oth*r folks started killing 
them to get in on the act, or else the spiders themselves fled for their very 
life— critters can talk to feach other in their own lingo so they learn to pass 
the word along when their numbers keep disappearing. 

My old uncle and me walked eagerly toward the r*st of Texas. We finally 
walked the streets of Loredo. Old Unc still expected gunmen and wild shootouts 
like in the frontier days. But all we saw and encountered was more Tex-Mex and 
the Scotch lingo that made the local natives regard us as strange hombres not 
to mass with. I wanted to start another restaurant in Loredo but old Unc said 
that Loredo was the kind of town to die in, not a place to live a long life. 
And he was not ready to die before seeing all of Texas first hand by walking 
through the local lore. 

w e then hiked on down to McAllen and to Brownsville. The valley fruit 
trees was like the garden of Eden to my old uncle. He said that this was the 
best spot this site of heaven or maybe even heaven on earth Itself. Surely, 
the Lord God Almighty himself was living permanently somewhere close in this 
irpat vallev Now my old uncle was getting ready to buy huce orchards in the 
SSitEpiSrt <5SS StSS Valley. The old man was even talking about sinking 
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his whole fortune into Texas Valley fruit trees, especially the ruby red 
grapefruits • My uncle had finally found his home av/ay from home in deep South 
Texas. My old lino had gone ape over the whole Texas Valley. He was like 
King Kong all over his Alice Faye delicious fruits, climbing his Texas Valley 
tree of an Empire State Building. The old man was about to invest every cent 
he had in the Valley citrus scheming dream of his long life; I told him that 
the Texas sun had fried his brains at long last from all that walking in the 
hot Texan desert plains and that he should wait till he saw all of Texas before 
he started buying property as a permanent place to live forevermore— Texas was 
just too good of a thinf all over to find one spot to live forever and ever. 
Old Unc thought that I was smart after all, wise beyond my tender years, for a 
kid as he still regarded me. But I was getting older by the minute with all oui 
legendary Texas sized encounters happening on this long hot walk through Texas. 
Now, I Just wanted to get on with my travels. We had already been long enough 
on our walk through the great Texas real estate and old tlmey folklore as it 
was for me . 

We next ambled upward to Kingsville; the million acre King Ranch did not 
impress the old man very much at all. He owned a lot of land himself back in 
Scotland and was a baron of vast sorts over his owi Highlands Valley in the 
Mother Country as he called home there. Uncle Scotty did not want to see more 
of the same old thing In the new world as he still kept calling Texas. We kept 
seeing more armadillos than you could shake a stick at; old Unc at first sight 
thought they were the surviving relic children of the prehistoric monsters or 
were left-over ancient Texinites as he liked to call them germ carriers of the 
dreaded leprosy bacteria. My old Uncle Scotty' s nimble dagger cane again came 
in handy as a bayonet to kill a nearby armadillo but we wisely resisted the 
temptation of cooking them into a casserole because of their germy meat. But 
old Unc liked to kick the armadillo hard shell along the roadway like a rugby 
ball game for his own private funning around; the armadillos just naturally 
rolled into an oval shape with their armor plate skins to raeke a perfect kick 
ball fame. Old Unc joked about starting another huge restaurant serving dillo 
casserole or packing armadillo sandwiches-to-go in throw-away lunch boxes made 
from the armor plated shell pelts so as not to waste a thing. Or the armor 
shells could be made into windbreaker jackets for school ohildren and for oil 
field workers. My old Unc was way ahead of his time for seeing the need for 
new things such as having armored motorcycle plated jackets or heavy work coati 
that just could have been made from the infamous armadillo body shells. But we 
just resisted another chance far a big Texas sized Taylor-made idea to get 
started for world wide trade. 

We simply meandered onward killing armadillos all the way to Corpus Christ! 
and thus preventing the spread of the leprosy plague chuckled my old uncle. 
This water front city on a hillside Impressed old Unc; he nicknamed it with a 
cavalier laugh San Fran Texas. We walked up and down those hills like we ownec 
the place till I also thought T would die cf air sickness, going from lapping 
sea level to heady airy heights so fast for me. We walked ourselves nearly to 
death, meeting ourselves coming and going, as the souls of our shoes flew off 
to only heaven knows where. 

We then walked directly to Houston where the smell of refineries made the 
air smell like skunks having a major convention. The Houston air had a dynamic 
^ump to it; your whole body skin Just crawled in a retch to the local air like 
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a sudden charge of eleotrloity had been instantly applied to the nasal passage 
upon deteoting the smell. Everybody here in the environs of Houston appeared to 
be working very hard to make enough money to get out of the reeking olfactory 
sprawl or so Unc Sootty at first loudly observed. But when I explained the 
real significance of the Houston smelly air to the booming oil industry, my old 
true-blooaed Scotsman never more complained about the stench; my uncle began to 
regard this Houston atmosphere as perfume falling like manna from the high 
heavens above. The Houston skunky pole-cat or oivet cat smelling air was fast 
becoming the sweet smell of success to my uncle Scotty so he now understood why 
poor folks came to opportunist Houston and then stayed long after getting so 
Looked like heroin on the fortune nuking air of Houston. Old Unc was now fast 
bocoiLing a converted Texan; he was a born-again money-maker for sure. My old 
uncle had the time-honored can-do primeval spirit that was so alive in the 
Texas air all about us. The Scotch work ethnic was evident all over Houston 
town in the names of the folks 1*10 owned the big companies that were booming. 
Houston was practically a little Scotland, full of the glen clan names of the 
old countryside nomenclature from the British Tsles. And now my old Unc had 
thusly found another part of Texas that was his favorite home away from home; 
he did indeed invest in several local oil companies— he just could not resist 
a good pungent deal in oozy olltcwn Houston. 

Houston wus strictly an oil town then and was ev*ry inch a roustabouts 
hometown place to live. One part of Houston was much the same in whatever part 
you went back then. The Houston air however was all that was stinky nasty, 
though, not like "Little New York n Dallas where the high falutin people them- 
selves put on the hot airs to impress others. While in Houston the air itself 
was putting itself all over you, as the vapors waltzed across the old bod to 
bathe us in its baptism by watery sweat into the contagious money making pro- 
cess. My old uncle did not mind walking around in all this humid oommeroe of 
Houston town. 

Well, my uncle and I continued our walk to see the rest of Texas. We left 
rany new-found friends in Harris County and strolled through Channelview onward 
toward Liberty County. The rising sun was always now in our eyes as we walked 
through the gr^at real estate of Texas. Many years had new passed since we left 
icy old homeplaoe and I was no longer a young whippersnapper. We finally walked 
all the way to the edge of the Big Thicket forest where so much of the oil 
industry got its start; the" thick woods there wes like a primal limber lost 
area. The long hanging Spanish Moss was similar to a girl's hair hanging down 
into the swamp waters or so I was minded from my love lost dreams. 

The swamps, though, in the deep wooded places were full of alligators. I 
had to explain quickly the difference between alligator and crooodile to my old 
Unc; they all looked like giant lizards to Uncle Scotty. But he soon hod no 
tears for crocodiles or alligetcrs. One of those long snouted alligators poked 
its head up his kilts and got a good mouth full of Taylor fury. That alligator 
got ahold of his many pleats. Wow, man oh man, did ttftt mean alligator ever get 
a snout full or family Jewels. But that ole alligator met its match when he 
b 4 t off more than he could chew of my old uncle f s family kilt pride. My old 
uncle jumped about a lot more than when he had dropped that penny in the hot 
desert sand. The more my old Unc Jumped and ran, the harder that ole alligator 
held-on for dear life like he had sniffed or had swiped some greet family Jewe. 
from its private pl*ce of safe keeping. My uncle of course kicked a lot and 
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yelped like he had been got ahold of v/here he lives the most but finally old 
Uncle swung around real fast to whirl that ole alligator out of the water com- 
pletely, all 9ixty-five feet of it. That over-sized llzsrd was hurled upward 
into the big thicket treetops high above us* The long tail of that alligator 
got caught in the stringy entanglement of the Spanish moss and the thick tree 
limbs; that ornery alligator 1 s tail got lodged sornehow fa9t between the gnarled 
slunt of the tree trunk and then Ju9t naturally whip lashed itself to death 
trying to get loose. My Uncle Sootty quickly sat down and proceeded to make 48 
pairs of shoes and 33 sets of luggage out of the skinned hide, plus various 
other little sundries— again, that old walking cane came in handy as a good 
carving knife. The meat served up real good from tte t alligator carcass, too. 
My old Unok decided to start another big restaurant serving alligator burners 
to the truly brave hungry Texans not afraid of tough food with a bite in it, 
or food that bites back as my old uncle of ton said. 

To catch enough alligators for restaurant fare would require a oareful 
system so we made a science out of it. My old uncle then really enjoyed 
alligator hunting or poaching as some would swear on a Bible of technicalities, 
more than anything I ever saw him do besides making money. He couldn't get 
enough of all that free alligator slices and luggage hides plus ample meat for 
selling them gator burgers. That old Scotsman wb9 hooked on alligator poaching 
as it were called . But that old man was not able to wrestle the gators all 
the time out of the swamp waters by his worn kilts, and I felt that I was stllJ 
too young to die as mere alligator bait. That sly Soots uncle of mine used 
hunting dogs as bait to go baying and running after the live alligator scent. 
Some of the dogs, though, were not fast enough and thus got et up in one big 
gulp by those big Jaws. Old Unck used live bait always to catch all his wild 
alligators that gave us such a bite to the gator burgers. 

Alligator bait was not easy to corue by. Wild dogs were once easy enough 
to find for the nightly hunt, but the hot tamale vendors in town had caught al] 
the local roaming dogs to make into their own chili speciality. Thus, my old 
uncle Sootty decided to get fish heads from the Galveston wharves to use as 
his live alligator substitute bait. The bait was placed in rope nets above the 
swamp land and would hang low like the Spanish moss itself so the gators Just 
stick their curious toothy snouts up to gulp down a fishy looking morsel. The 
alligators naturally took to the smelly bait, net and all; but the netting 
tangled in their teeth like giant floss, at which time the net enable us to 
pull the bewildered gator higher into the tree tops. The thrashing reptile 
whipped its tail like a Lash LaRue whip master. You know, all those ole mean 
alligators beat themselves to death for us, while we Just looked on. And that 
clever technique worked at least a million times more for my old uncle or so 
it seemed. Uncle Scotty was always busy carving-up the hides into shoes end 
sets of luggage so I was no longer his needed tour guide companion. Old Unck 
was now into alligators for sure; he could process a thousand alligators a day 
when he set his mind to it so he stayed here in the seculsion of the Big 
Thicket forest to make a good going business out of his shoe and luggage 
company that he had founded. He shipped orders all over the world. Besides, th< 
Gator Burgers were a hit when charcoaled so the old uncle was very busy and hac 
surely found his home away from home in the friendly Texican country far re- 
moved from the motherland Scotland's roots of the old world contentment. 

I decided to go back home to my own Texican roots in the north-central 
part of deep East Texas. A place called Commerce was my birthplace. I was 
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lonesome for all the things that I had been so anxious to leave when I first 
began my grand walking tour guide exoursion of Texas for the benefit of my 
old uncle Sootty from his homeland Aberdeen, Scotland* Old Unok no longer 
needed me even as congenial company to discuss his deep philosophy of life 
with* Iwasno longer a half-crown kid of age 14; I was twenty-one years old. 
And the twentieth century was also all grown-up, us being the very same birth- 
day age* I was ready for anything, to live life to the fullest* Making money 
was not my only pursuit like my old uncle Scotty. My old Unok was money hungry 
like a shark in deep waters after raw meat. 

Making money in a new business venture like the Gator Burgers kept my 
old uncle Sootty^ mind working over-time in high gear for economic gain. Money 
matters were his long suit in life; uncle Sootty was a stingy-gut man. He 
even called himself a skinflint, saying the truth about himself was not mere 
self-deprecating as some neurotic folks think or fear to do for the fun of It 
like a true Texan does. My old Unck had become a real Texan through and 
through by stating whatever was on his mind— speaking the truth about every- 
thing was his trademark, and such brutal honesty made my old uncle Scotty a 
good candidate for becoming or remaining a permanent true-blue Texan. That 
old man never left the Big Thicket forest to my knowledge, except for one time, 
and he may yet still be alive down there somewhere. I do know for a fact that 
the Great Depression of the 1930' s did not bother my old uncle any; he 3aid 
that he always lived that paltry way which was to be as cheap as possible. 
Thus, poverty was no stranger to his lifestyle or mentality. And he could be 
a real genuine gold plated stingy-gut, as I said before. Well, I returned 
home to see what all I had been missing. And I went back home to get married. 

I married the girl of my dreams; she was a Texas heiress of course. She 
had her own money, in a big bank account, and kept it signatured that way in 
her own name naturally like a good girl should according to her daddy's wise 
advice. She was not a stingy-gut like n*y old Scots uncle, but she was of the 
blood, descended from all Scots people; she was pure and simple all Scotch or 
so she ofton said. She was certainly not simple minded since she knew to keep 
ahold of her own purse strings. She was called Miss Ella because tha t was 
her name, and also a raving beauty who was well-liked was always referred to 
as "Miss" even after getting married back in my young days. Miss Ella, could 
work circles around any man alive; she had muscles larger than mine but wore 
lacy sleeves to cover her strong points. Her strength lay in looking so very 
feminine and dainty while being anything but the weaker sex. Miss Ella won a 
beauty contest back when the Rubens woraan was in fashion so I knew that I had 
BB a prize winner for sure and she had a contest banner to prove it, no con- 
tender coming close. Even her two skinny flapper shaped sisters with their 
wave of the future Twiggy looks gave no real competition back in my hay day. 
I dldn f t want me no skinny undernourished gal who could not be workbrittle 
enough to hold her end of the work load. My sweetheart was a country girl, a 
real^rarm gal; you could take the girl out of the country but you oan't take 
the country out of the girl— that was the way my sweet noble wife was. She 
did all her own housework and never needed or wanted any melds to get In her 
way — she could do the work faster and better than ten servants, never to give- 
no-mind to worry about theft of her personal things from the hired help. She 
did all the housework herself in her lovely ancestral mansion on the landgrant 
hcmeplace of hers, Viss Ella kept a beautiful flower garden that won "yard of 
the month" often from the city planners plus she grew the best vegetable gardej 
in tte world this side of paradise itself. And my Miss Ella made her own 
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clothes, yet bought Neiman-Marcus labels* to sew into the back collars. This 
gal was for-real. And she was all mine, thank goodness. All this perfection 
of Texas goodness had one flaw, though. She required complete fidelity from 
me. I could not be like all my manly friends and fl*ss around with loose honky 
ton* women. Some guys can lie and get away with it when they tell wild tales. 
Not me. But the truth was built inside me like old George Washington who could 
not tell a lie—well, I guess I could tell a lie with my smooth talking tongue 
but why run the risk of getting caught. Besides, Miss Ella could detect when 
I was fibbing ccr laying down little white lies as she oalled my fabrications* 
Miss 211a oould spot a lie a mile off. She said that I have a hang-dog whipped 
pup look on my guilty face whioh gives my badself away. I never wanted to run 
the risk of losing that gal of mine even after fifty-seven years of marriage 
so I had to stay true and be better than my old self to that girl of my dreams. 
Also, she was kin to half the state of Texas families and would thus have heard 
any rumor of my philandering, and Texas folks do talk a lot as you undoubtedly 
know by now so my goose would have been cooked for sure I Miss Ella was blue 
blooded royal descended from the really old cavalier DAR families and also was 
branch-water kin to most of the Texas landed gentry so I had no choice but to 
be true-blue good to that hard working lady-of-high-toned-quality . Or else I 
would get tarred and feathered and rid out of town on a rail by some of her 
good intentioned relatives. Miss Ella's family was well-known and on publio 
display like a rare gemstone in a museum; her family had organized a wagon 
train of friends to the famed California goldrush of I849 and then returned 
as founders of Daltos County with the other original settlers of Texas. 

My sweetheart Miss Ella herself wus an original or one-of-a-kind good gal. 
She was top quality stuff tbat I meant from the start to keep as my very own, 
but she was not haughty and all puf fed-up like the nouveau riche folks today— 
my Miss Ella was never parvenu as my good cejun buddies would say. She must 
have liked something about me from the first sight of my ornery hide because 
Miss Ella sure never let go of me. I never oould Just go fooling around. She 
did not have to keep an eagle watchful evil eye on me or act Jealous like a 
silly redneck mama; Miss Ella had me on a leash of love knots. She was a very 
clever lady, smart enough to make me look sharp and even to make me think that 
everything she wanted me to do was really my idea. Just like Miss Ella -really 
chased after me but made it look like I was do!ng all the running after her— 
she Just ran slow enough for me to catch her. My vtfiole fifty-seven years of 
married life has been like that with Miss Ella. Her being an heiress, so rich 
and all, she let folks think that I ran her business interests — she let me sign 
checks to pay bills but that was all. Miss Ella kept the check book locked 
in her pretty desk drawer and kept the key on a locket chain around her neck, 
Just where I kept myself hanging around her anyway. She wrote the check sum and 
I only signed on the dotted line so that my macho image would look good. But mj 
Miss Ella kept those purse strings tied around her neck all the time. Of course 
I was always eager to be right there by h<>r money bags side, like a good old 
fashioned husband should be. 

A good husband was to be well cared for according to my sweetheart wife 
Miss Ella. She cooked nutritious meals naturally and ironed all my clothes 
herself. She kept enough starch in my trousers tto t they could stand-up by 
themselves. But best of all, my sweet wife would draw my bath water and even 
lay out my clothes. Miss Ella also wasiied my back with deep soapy suds full 
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of loving gentle strokes. She does everything for me, now going on toward 
fifty-eight years for all that tender loving care from her. Miss Ella attends 
to my every need before I realize it so you can understand that I would never 
want to lose a good woman like that or ever want to leave her far another gal 
that I would have to br«ak in to doing all these nice things for me. I have 
been 9educed by luxuries of personal love pets. Also, I could never run away 
from Miss Ella since I do not know where my clothes are kept even; Miss Ella 
is so clever in seeming to be my personal servant laying out my clothes for 
me to bathe in genteel luxury so that before I knew it I was her love sieve 
in this fifty-odd year love trap* 

A love-trap marriage is truly one in a million but is not something that 
I would ever *ant to do again, or be able to do another time. Once is more 
than enough for a real good genuine Texas bred gal like my Miss Ella, She 
can f t be bested in all the world, ever. Miss Ella is beyond comparison so I 
could never find anyone so workbrlttle as she is, much less no such animal 
that Is better in all the whole universe of Texas does not exist. Well, getting 
a new wife which was really my first encounter with wedlock took all my spare 
time. No more lazing around for me. A new wife for me as a cocky young man 
meant that I had to change my ways of doing nothing, fast. Remember, I was 
real good at doing nothing. Now that I was married and all, I had to become 
real good at looking like I was busy all the time to keep from being reputed 
as a dooless bum because my Scottish relatives looked down on any worthless 
cad of a lad not doing his duty, lly relatives were all over the place, too. 
And T now had more married duty than you could shake a stick at. No more simple 
lazing around Just for the ornory fun of it now that I was a married man to 
boot. I had to be better than my old self now that I wao in the highly praised 
state of matrimonial holy bliss in this most blessed state of Texas. Scots 
blooded people take very seriously whatever state of being they are in, and 
you had better be very good at It too. Man, was I ever good at being better 
than I could ever possibly be. I was the b^st ole boy at being "gooder" than 
anyone could ever be. Boy, oh, howdy, could I ever out-best the best of the 
lot at being better then my good ole former self. My Texan grit got put to 
the test of time in this lifetime marriage and -thus got the better of my Texas 
pride of beinr the best. All my cajun friends would say that I was a real 
prince of a guy at being the very best I oould be according to their good 
coonass lingo from Louisiana would hear tell. 

I was indeed the best at being gooder than myself could ever possibly be. 
I could be real good faster than a New York minute if I was just lazing along. 
But if I was really in a big hurry or in a true rush to beat myself at the old 
New York minute record, then I could get going into a much faster New Jersey 
second timed trials with my good ole Texan fast boy routine. No body alive 
certainly could not out-best me, not till hell froze over in July could a 
better Texan than me come along. I could thus "who-raw" myself silly to be 
faster than my last good ole boy record, ^nd my new wife Miss Ella though 
could ret the best of me if she had-a-wanted to, but she was too refined to 
want to make me look second rate. Miss Ella however would pull a real ru3ty 
dusty fit to keep my good character image picture perfect when someone else 
would dare criticize me to her pretty face. And I naturally would walk back- 
wards to Chicago to avoid a fuss with that high-toned-lady-of-quali ty of mine 
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wife called Miss Ella. I wanted to please that lovely woman of mine from the 
very first moment I ever laid eyes on her picture; I wanted to give her every- 
thing she did not already have, so since she was an heiress and all, then I 
gave her Just what she did not possess already tfhich was a poor ole boy like 
myself to pamper to death and to spoil rotten. But I did want from the very 
start of our marriage to have my own money to buy Miss Ella really nice gifts 
so that she would not have to know exactly what I paid for her fancy presents. 
Thus, she put ma into a dandy business of my very own roofing local houses. I 
did real well, too. I had a natural talent that T never knew about till then; I 
could just walk around a house to get its true roof top measurements. I just 
circled the house by taking yard long strides to measure the square footage of 
the roof tops with my Taylor-made feet flat on the ground so I could then very 
quickly tally my results and then divide by three to figure my losses or eains* 
I never lost but two cents of computations to a college professor who tried to 
out-best my calculations; he was a bloody Englishman educator who stood-up to 
my tried and true figuring ways by having his college olass to measure his 
whole house; took them thirty-five math students a full week with walking tape 
measures and using slide rulers to do what I can appraise or estimate the count 
in my ole Eumstead head in less than ten minutes ju3t traversing the lawns sur- 
rounding his house while also talklng-up a blue streak about other unrelated 
matters — his uppity attitude assumed that big talkers are the village idiot 
mentality but then that is an Englishman for you v«hen up against a true-blue 
Scots-Irishman like me. Anyway, I was a whiz-bang mathematician at reokoning 
business in my thick Texan head and you had better believe it, too# 

Business was my long suit back then. I made twenty times more money per 
day in cash from that roofing company than I did from my regular Job railroad- 
ing. I kept both jobs going at the same time till the Great Depression hit. I 
wtis a hot shot railroading man earning five dollars a day; I knew the railroad 
business inside out (I also had an inside straight line connection to the well- 
known tyooon owners who lived in their fancy railway oars — Hetty Green's son 
Edward and his sister Sylvia as well as Jay Gould's son— they all came and went 
through the railroad yards from Greenville, Texas to Houston). I was yardmastei 
in Commerce during World 7/ar I and also in Houston Southern Pacific because 
those railhead magnates liked my hard working ways for such a youngster who 
looked old beyond my tender years. I was fourteen going-on twenty-one years old 
according to my mature looks back then; now, I am fat and do not look so elder- 
ly for an old geezer tcday.I nearly got rich from working as a yardmaster in 
Houston and Commerce; I could easily do the work of two men when I was a mere 
lad of a boy, plus hop around being a tour guide to my old Unok Scotty from th* 
mother country. And that ain f t no Texas style tall tale either. I got too much 
pride to lie about important things, and besides nay sweetheart wife Miss Ella 
keeps me truthful with her own holier-than-thou eyes rolling like Las Vegas plr 
ball machines in tilt *fren I fib or dare. tell a big wi/idy. 

The teetotal telling truth of the matter is that I had to settle down and 
be a good hard working husband to Miss Ella. My roofing business supplemented 
our railroad salary just fine. But I did so well selling Texaco rocfing mater- 
ials that I was soon working on my second million dollar fortune; I just skip- 
ped the first million bucks because it is the hardest to make as T was so oftot 
told by folks here. I wanted a fast got away from the threat of the poor house 
blues. Now, you can further see why I always most nearly try to please my new 
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wife Miss Ella, by working hard and earning good honest dollars, not blood 
money like some moguls In history have done anything In the name of greed. I 
wanted that gal of my dreams to be proud of me. But I did have a had habit 
that my dear wife disliked very much, though* I would drink the houch sometimes 
on a long fishing trip with the boys* Of oourse, I drank the national beer of 
Texas brand most of the time, never drank any Imported long neok beers of any 
sort, even from nearby yankeeland. Everything made local Is my motto to buy; I 
am a good Amerloan and also too Texanlzed to purchase foreign goods. And now 
my family also drives the national oar of Texas as well. But not Just to keep 
In high Texas chic style like some pseudo Texans do; the car is truly the best 
for the money and prestige. V/e paid cash on the barrel head and I go licket- 
spllt in our new car even now— yes, indeed, drove like a wild Indian from red- 
man Oklahoma as I have always done. Even my son, who is a good chip off the 
old Taylor-made block, drove so fast that he blew the license plates off the 
rear end of his sporty Mustang automobile. And that ain't no drunken driver 
tall Texan tale, either. Driving and drinking was never my long suit to do 
both at the same time. Drinking the hair of the dog sometimes did not please 
my wife Miss Ella. Thus, she went on a lot of my fishing trips as a good 
si>ort just to keep me with no alcohol on my baited breath. 

Fishing was my great joy next to being married to Miss Ella. I always 
caught the biggest fish like I married the best woman. I owned all the fancy 
latest f ly-and-casting rod equipment in texas. The biggest fishes in Texas 
Just naturally had the ouriosity to come see what my latest fly bait looked 
like; you see, I had a renowned rapport among all schools of fish— I am sure 
you are smart enough by now to figure out that I tod a pretty fishy reputation 
at that. But I could understand fish language among all the various schools of 
fish so that is the honest-to-goodness Texas sized truth if J ev«r spoke it. 
Also, my fancy casting style mesmerized those big google fish eyes right out ot 
the water; those large fishes were hooked before they even knew it. Each time 
I caught a fish so large that no one had ever seen that big of a catch before 
in big old Texas. I just kept outdoing myself all the time. Miss Ella eagerly 
scraped clean the scales right off those big fishes before anyone had time to 
read their accurate inbred weight or else I would be a famous world-national 
champion of Texas fisherman to this day (the fine fish that I caught in Texas 
always had their accurate grown weight already recorded conveniently on their 
natural growing scales on their pulsating sides by God's own nature-bound hand, 
so cleaning them fishes ruined my scaley record keeping all to pieces). But 
just knowing that I am the best in Texas is more than good enough for me and 
besides who am I to oomplaln about anything so workbrittle that my sweetheart 
wife Miss Ella would dol No how, I ain't full of self-importance record break- 
ing foolishness like some slap-happy goofus good-ole-boy s are. 

My good wife Miss Ella thusly kept me sober as a Judge far away from the 
houch and hence honest-bright truthful about my scaley fishing records. After 
all, she kept those old fish scales handy in a paper bag just to read them as 
reminders of the accurate weights later In case I should dare lie about the 
big fish that got away. So, I don't talk much about those scaley records arounc 
her. Miss Ella was always ju9t that nasty-nice sweet about manly things that 
she thought was naughty; she knew how to ever so innocently seeming throw a 
monkey wrench in such double-standard masculine nasty-minded things by being 
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,1ohnny-on-the-spot generous and helpful to even cook the freshily caught fish 
on our fun-time outings. V/e consequently put-up with h*r civilizing ways in- 
fluencing us because all we guys liked her good cooking and especially her 
cleaning-up dirty dishes afterwards— -we were hookwinked spoiled or seduced by 
the sweet humored luxury of Miss 211a 1 s yummy cooking ways on our camping 
trips. She was a real good trooper when it came to roughing it better than any 
man could. But we fellows paid the ultimate price for letting Miss Ella serve 
us the good meals on our outdoors expeditions; we could do no houch or any 
cussing the way we usually could because of Miss Ella being such a high-toned- 
lady-of-quallty and all. My wife Miss Ella was still head and shoulders above 
all other wives; my elder brother (fill's wife Ida was a real ring- tailed- tutor 
of a shrew about fishing parties. Ida said she hated the two words "go fishing 11 
and wished everything to do with anglers was obliterated from the English 
language— Ida 1 s linguistic disinterest in fish went beyond mere unreasonable 
twaddle. And that raving woman Ida talked her head off about hating fishing 
parties to everyone who would listen, so naturally my brother Will had to go 
fishing in a big fat hurry just to escape her ranting wrath. My new wife Miss 
Ella never ranted and raved about anything; she had a quiet disappointed look 
that told how unhappy she was beyond words when she got her feelings hurt* 
And that dejected look said much more than any loud words ever could. I was 
afraid to make that sad look stay on Miss Ella's face since I did not want to 
lose her to ill gotten v/ayward looks. 

My new wife Miss Ella though was not afraid of anything I liked to do, 
much less to get her hands dirty; she was the ideal workbrittle wife. Even for 
our own wedding, Miss Ella baked the nuptial cake herself that was as tall as 
we were. We needed a huge cake, too, because half of Texas showed up naturally 
to see two true characters like us get hitched to each other of all things. 

7/e, of course, had a big Texas style wedding at her cousin Beulah Winni- 
ford Benton's home in Greenville, Texas. My wif e' s old landgrunt homeplace 
named Wlnnlford Way was being decorated for its reputed annual Christmas party 
so we had to book a relative's fancy home for our toot. The in-law hubby Henry 
Benton was the best photographer in Texas by trade so we had the finest pic- 
tures for our album, v/e planned a double ring ceremony full of sentimental 
beautiful traditional things. Half of Texas indeed showed for the grande 
event because Miss Ella was kin to most of the old-line landed gentry, and I 
was related to the other half of Texas good-ole-boy perfection. Our wedding wa* 
full of the joyous festive thrills since the Christmas season was fast upon us 

Yes, Miss Ella andl got married in December of 1924. Only half of her 
fine kinsmen showed for the event and the other half of her relatives were out 
buying gifts in remembrance for baby Jesus' s birthday. Those elegant Texans 
who did not attend our wedding must have felt guilt or regret; they sent nicer 
gifts in their absentia than those who attended actually brought us. Some of 
our Texas elite cousins were too busy shopping for the Christ child's birthday 
to attend our routine wedding so only half of Texas could attend our love knot 
tying ceremony. V/e chose the Christmas soason so that we could always be Texas 
proud ttot the whole world of Christendom wa3 celebrating our wedding anniver- 
sary with us in the future to create a sweet festive feeling about our special 
love day. Also, the cold weather in December is the best time to get married— 
tls a good excuse for snuggling up together and thus not be considered a dirty 
old man to still be in bed after sun up. As was the thing back then, I wore 
clothes to bed on the honeymoon night, dressed in blue pajamas, and my Miss 



TAYLOR 18/13/13/18 



Ella wore pink cloves to the elbows and was great at talking sweet nothings 
nearly to death in my ear for a full year so I fell into deep slumber to rest 
like a new-born babe. We oonsumated our marriage for sure to public satis- 
faction when our first born arrived nearly two years later. Consurna ted, though 
sounds like a fancy food so frenchified that it is too grande for words or 
else is a continental style soup made into a hot Texas stew, rsther than an 
intimate bedroom function, 'tfe did not have a baby for nearly two years Just 
to keep the gossiping wags from tickling their tongue all over the place called 
Comneroe about us and our baby-making ways. 

The gosslpers Just always said we were a beautiful couple together and 
thus should have lovely looking children. Gossips back in my day used to rule 
the nights and days of folks* lives like mighty potentates when appearances 
meant everything in a strict moral society that is controlled by the holier- 
than-thou highly churched bench warmers. Lordy mercy, those religious moss- 
baoks always mentioned our havlnr lovely children ever time they could, like 
speaking pornographic passages during polite society appearances; they all but 
draw^d graphic pictures on how to begat our lovely children and that it was 
our Christian duty to have 1 em, too. '.Veil, I very soon rot tired of their 
elegant innuendoes of dirty talk masked as genuine Christian concern about 
personal matters really none of their business. But their conservative totali- 
tarian mentality kept suppressive fear alive and well in our democracy or 
place called Commerce deep in East Texas so like a true red blooded Texan I 
gave them fuel for righteous Indignation. I just gave them a cold shoulder of 
wordy ammunition by telling them that the real reason that I got married In 
the first place was that I was so hot blooded thut I wua about to have a buby 
all by myself — that gave their wagging tongue some verbose fuel to tastefully 
digest and spread like the sensuous plague they were. A oold eyed stare never 
resulted when they got a tasty tidbit full of double entendres from me, only 
a happy look filled their countenance as they could then hardly leave fast 
enough to be the first to tell all. Their pious hypocristy act was just one 
of many examples of inching infringements on our wasted but repressed lives 
In this goodie-two-ahoes banned Bible Belt town'. 

Miss Ella and I did not lead a suppressive or highly repressed quashed 
life at all; we had our laugh-a-minute fun times that subdued or quelled the 
wonderment of the gossips themselves. V/e had respectable help from another 
young newly wed oouple who were our best friends and dearest kinsmen. Miss 
Ella 1 s brother Everette V/inniford married my niece Elsie Taylor so we became 
running buddies and cohorts like the famous Golddust twins— we were bonded 
together by the spendable v/inniford gold fortune from the California goldrush 
days. What one starry eyed couple could not think to do for fun, then the 
other fun loving pair could. We all ran around together funning it up true 
to the old timey Texas style. V/e enjoyed life beyond measure; the war to end 
all wars had Just been fought and won by us Americans; we were the golden aged 
children of the world. And our world was the whole blessed state of Texas. 

My new wife Miss Ella was a Texas heiress or so everybody thought. She 
had money in the bank to burn, so much that even she did not know how much 
she wa3 worth or so Jealous Elsie Taylor- Wlnniford would say when she oame 
sideling up to me with her Uncle Tom routine on me to get cash on hand. Miss 
Slsle my niece did not marry a rich man; he did own a new car that his father 
gave him that year on his twenty-first birthday for never smoking or drinking 
but that was the soul extent of his worlctygoods . His sister, my new wife 
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however did have her own fortune. She had worked for her money and had thus 
earned every red cent of it, too, as I 30on learned. Miss Ella's daddy did not 
pamper his children into laziness like some fine rloh gentlemen have been 
known to do and then live to regret when they spend the family into poverty 
by being too haughty to work. V/ell, Miss Ella worked for every cent she had 
in the bank ; her dad ne ver gave a penny for his children to spend; he bought all 
their necessities of course but gave no money to spend; they had to earn every 
dime. Visa Ella's dad gave each child a cow that they could feed and then alio* 
to bear calves or else sell the "golden goose" cow right then for candy money. 
My sweetheart let her cow multiply into a herd of one hundred. By the time 
she was married a tidy sum of ten thousand dollars was in th* savings account 
in addition to the hundred head of cows. Miss Ella's brothers spent their 
legacy gifts as soon as they got the beef on the hoof — boys need pocket money 
to spend was the excuse. Like I always have said, my sweetheart wife was very 
workbrittle . 

Miss Ella worked in the home harder than most career gals; she n*ver had 
a job to meet the public. And maybe that is why she is so friendly toward 
folks; she never saw their mean side. Anyhow, Miss Ella was no slouch when 
it came to hard work at home or on a fishing trip. But my love bug pal was 
no push-over either. She oould be a love pill rather than a love bug gal when 
her good natured self had been unfairly taken advantage of, her being a high- 
toned-lady-of-qual i ty and all. A fine lady on a pedestal never does come down 
off it, ever, from a fuss fight. I should know; she does not come down to any- 
one's common level to get even; she pulls you up to her lofty airly intolerance 
of the silent treatment stare that can scare a young Texas mun to d^ath. That'* 
when the girl of your dreams can become a living nlghmare for sure. To show 
you what I mean, Miss Ella and I had our first major argument that proved the 
honeymoon lovey-doveyness was over or that the love luster was not so hot-to- 
trot and raunchy as at first. V/ell anyway, Miss Ella shared her heiress wealth 
most generously; she bought me a new flivver Ford automobile so that I could 
run about town and then let her drive her own new Pontlac all for herself be- 
cause that fancy Pontlac had all the latest experimental Improvements such 
as a heater and ignition started— I still had to crank my new flivver carlo get 
ginning and thus nearly broke my arm when it got cranking suddenly to start-up, 
My common basic no-nonsense automobile cost a mere $245 but did have the new 
fangled elsenglass curtains and absolutely no heater— folks swore that the 
newer roll glass sealed doors would suffocate anyone to death and should thus 
be outlawed. Miss Ella's fancy deluxe vehicle cost $365 COD since she paid casl 
as usual for everything, including our three bedroom two story house with bay 
windows tto t was pricedat $900 in 192$ but that lovely home sold for $250,000 
in 1981. I of course let nay sweetheart heiress wife purcha se anything to her 
heart's content that she was willing to pay for. Her daddy, though, thought 
she was spending money foolish to buy two cars when even one wa3 still con- 
sidered a luxury item tack then. Thus, we had no arguments over money, and I 
had no qualms about helping spend all that V/inniford family fortune on our 
newly wed needs. But we did go to Neiman-Marcus where Miss Ella bought a bran< 
spanking new fur coat for $500. My three piece blue serge suit with shirt, tie 
and underwear cost onlv fifteen dollars and my fine heavy winter wool coat was 
priced at a walloping $45. Consequently, that fur coat boggled my poor mind, 
joalted me headlong into the high finances of reality of the long fussy days 
of tomorrow; that fur coat coast twice as much as my new oar— that would be 
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like a thirty thousand dollar fur coat today* T just could not stop talking 
about it being higher than cat's back all the way home and then well into the 
next day. My sweetheart got sick and tired of hearing my grumbling. I simply 
could not believe that anyone that I knew would even want to buy such an ex- 
pensive fur coat, muoh less have the money to actually buy It when it cost 
twice as much as my new car. Viss Ella had already grabbed me by the heart 
strings with her generous purse strings so I should have known better than 
to harp so long about her spending her money. She never let me forget that I 
was a fuss budget and till my dying day I will hear no end to my stingy-gut 
ways, and I had always disliked hearing my old Unck Scotty harp about his 
stingynesa so I really was being ugly over nothing at all. Viss Ella then 
got even sweeter to me, in order to kill me with kindness over my hardnosed 
griping when she bought more surprises. It was never a dull moment around 
my sweetheart Miss Ella. V/e were flying high, this flapper lady and me; we 
were literally the beautiful people of our day in Texas. 

Miss Ella of course had won a beauty contest and had a winner's banner 
to prove her lovely status in that matter so I was like the beauty -and-the- 
beast with that great gal of my dreams. She was too good to be true and most 
of the time she was too good for words. My words of reprisal about her ex- 
pensive fur coat rankled like death bell 'knells in her sweet ears; we fumed 
over those fussy times vfien we f,ot angered about something else; that fur coat 
episode came back to haunt me like a hairy beast for the next fifty-odd years 
when we got miffed about spending habits of each other; we buried the hatchet 
of our furry quarrel with the hairy handle Just sticking out enough to dig it 
all buok up fur one more bickering spell. That, fur oout though did oo.ua In 
handy during the long cold winters of the northeast part of East Texas; she was 
snug as a love bu? in that furry thing of hers as she went all over Dallas 
County visiting her relatives. And she looked snazzy with fur up to her nose 
so blue in that pretty new Pontiac of hers. 

That maroon colored Pontiac was a swell touring car. I liked to put-on 
hot airs during the winter gaming around vixen we drove across frozen ponds wltt 
a sled tied onto the back bumper to pull our risk-taking fun-loving kissing 
cousins all over the Texas terrain. The new fangled heater in that flfcshy 
Pontiac thawed us all out just before we turned to ice or "friz" to death by 
becoming an ice cream cone shaped like a blue nosed barbie doll. V/e jack-knifed 
all over the icy ponds in the whole countryside of the north central iart of 
East Texas. In those days, snow in East Texas was up to your britches; snow 
was always waist high up to the top of adult britches belt line so we had 
plenty of icy weather to do our oar chasing pond sledding fun times. The ponds 
froze solid and never broke through when our heavy luxury touring car whiz 
banged across the frozen pool. Our automated pond sleding reputation was all 
over that part of Texas; farmers gladly opened their pasture gates to let us 
drive across their frozen ponds— t'was an entertainment to watch that swlshy 
sliding Pontiac cavort across the ice with our relatives holding-on for dear 
life to that sled. V/e were the rage all over East Texas's three-hundred miles 
length from top to bottom and across the two-hundred-end-fifty miles width and 
breath. We could ice skate our Pontiac car all over the place with the great- 
est of ease. Never onoe did the ice crack or we would have been dead ducks, 
for sure. My niece Elsie liked doing risky f un-loving-thlngs . Elsie lived 
dangerously like a cool but scared cat on a hot tin roof; she was a dare-devil 
artist at getting everyone to follow suit with her chanoey ventures. Elsie 
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could double-dog-dare you into a tizzie doing dangerous risky things on the 
spur of the moment foster than greased lightning bolts oan strike twice in 
the same Texas spot. But I ain't never one to bad mouth no Texas borne high- 
toned-la dy-of-quality, especially one who is double kinfolks to me like Elsie 
is. Yet, Elsie egr^d us onward to test our endurance for fool hearted fun 
loving times. She though ran a close second to my Miss 311a on finding good 
clean Texas fun to enjoy; my Scotch pride wife Miss Ella had the luck of the 
Irish on her side for someone not Irish born — everything came out smelling like 
a rose with no harm done if Miss Ella took part, Viss Ella was the rage of 
Texas and the new darling of the whole Taylor family. That popularity gave 
seme consternation to the ever jealous Elsie Taylor V/inniford, but that is 
another Texas sized story of ill repute about nasty-nice family acting reunions 

The Taylor family annual reunions really proved loads of Texas sized 
funning around. The annual Taylor reunion always had at least twenty-five 
hundred Taylors by surname there and over ten thousand more v&ose branch water 
kinship name barely entitled them attendance in the first place but all our 
relatives were indeed welcome. The reason so niany ^aylora exist as a surname 
is because horse thieves in the olden days wanted to gain respectability after 
enjoying a purloined fortune and thus getting religion so all the born-again 
thieving Christians who were then reformed horse stealers took the good name 
Taylor to gain quick respectability from their fallen grace state of being. 
Now, that's why so many Taylor folks by name exist in this great country of 
ours. Horse thieves know a ftood thing when they see or h^ar it in the name 
Taylor. Even the ornery ole John Wesley Hardin, who shot a man for snoring, 
married a Taylor— and that wua nearly us good as being one for him (or tlmt 
was good enough redemption for him, once exclaimed my prim and proper wife 
Miss Ella with a delivish glimmer of renuine Scots humor dancing in her eager 
eyes after a tiff referring to her fur coat). I met my mutch more than once 
with that gal of mine when I gave her my name Taylor to wear forever and ever. 

The Taylor family reunion was also held each year to see who could out 
lie or tell bigger windies than the next Taylor-made joke to n who-raw" eaoh 
other the most. The Taylor family held the biggest and oldest reunion in the 
country. All the newly weds were sure to go to our family reunion together 
to show-off our new stuff of proud spouses. We were all in competition with 
each other without really knowing it or meaning it in a bad way. Elsie's new 
husband Everette V/inniford was no match for my beautiful Miss Ella, even 
though he was her brother— our children ended up being first and second cousins 
to each other. The reunion v.-as financed by Commerce businessman Uncle William 
Taylor whose daughter married a Wynn from Winnsboro and then moved to Dallas. 
But my wife Miss Ella had a great personality without equal. The whole Taylor 
family clan showed up to meet that famous beauty queen of mine and also to meet 
her famous violin playing father and Uncle Sam Winniford who was also there; 
Sam Winniford was the best fiddler in Texas. He had played for presidents of 
the United States far decades; his cousin Adlai Stevenson had introducted him 
to Washington, D.C. dignitaries as the finest violinist in Texas; he played 
the capitol society for all it wus worth way back when. That famous fiddler 
uncle of hers could wrap his long six foot six frame legs easily around eaoh 
other like a plastio man or play-dough clay figure and then bend that bow of 
his to a snappy tune. We all danced all over the place and onto the tables. 
Everyone became dancing fools. Wlss Ella and I danced on the furniture, with 
dignity of course, to razoo or dart in-and-out real fast upon one table top 



TAYLOR 22/22/22/22 



to the next* We were the rage. And everybody courageous got into the cavalier 
act or wild fun of it all, too. We Taylors could rawhide end who-raw each other 
better than anyone this side of heaven — rawhide or who-raw is Texas talk for 
playing practical Jokes on one another just for the good clean fun of it all. 
This annual reunion Taylor family event of 1925 was the best ever; all the kis- 
sing cousins got into the act true to form, being Taylor-made elegance from 
selective birth and all that good stuff. We were all well-bred folks from the 
landed gentry class. Miss Ella and I were already fifth cousins anyway through 
the auntie Millie Taylor line kin to the Jointers of the Ellis-Land troop clans. 
But now my Miss Ella was no longer Just branohwater kinfolks; she was main line 
clan member and queen of the reunion ball at that^ belle of the party. 

All the Immediate family relatives made their presence felt at this annual 
Taylor reunion shindig. All the regular double cousins and triple related 
keith-and-kln were in full attendance because this was the biggest family blast 
event for most of those old folks all year long. My own mother Laura Estelle 
Sullivan Taylor's old nigger slave-days Mammy Duggan was there with bells on tc 
approve, or not accept, my Miss Ella officially into the family as good enough 
and to instruct my new wife on how to cater to my every need — you would have 
thought my Miss Ella herself was a darkle learning how to serve her new lord- 
and-master of the manor. And that was Indeed very white of my good loving ole 
nigger Mammy to do her duty of informing a newly fetched Taylor bride on how tc 
be a perfect Taylor-made spouse, as only my sweet Mammy Duggan oould say it, tc 
keep my household up-to-snuff. Wow, my Mammy Duggan had an exaot word for every 
thing, and that is where I learned all my good mannered sayings. But Mammy Dug- 
gan had only good words for my Miss Ella— Mammy Duggan loved the stuffing out 
of my new wife, for she was indeed fetching when she wanted to be. Taylor named 
women are Just always the most Important souls in the whole Texas universe be- 
cause they are the motherhood of our namesake sons to bear all our future legi- 
timized legacy— a real Taylor can f t be too particular when picking a woman for 
his wife. The Taylor men don't wed second-rate gals— we Just naturally go aftei 
the vintage stuff. I am just like my ole daddy who married himself a genuine 
Irish princess of the house of Giles on her pedigreed pedestal of a high dais 
that her good ole slave-days nigper Mammy Duggan put her blue-nosed royal self. 
And then my own brand-new wife Miss Ella »Unniford was a pure blue-blooded 
Scottish descendant from King Robert Bruce of his lengthy noble line, v/e Taylor 
had the royal label all over the place. 

The whole Taylor family was all over the reunion place Joking and funning 
each other to pieces, to rawhide and whoraw the dickens out of everyone handy. 
We had reunited kinsmen from all over the country; the damn yankee branch of 
the family assembled from New York, New England, Pennsylvania, Illinois and 
California as well now that they were no longer afraid to show their face Soutt 
since our old Texanized Pennsylvania-Dutch Grendmaw Miz 3-M died (she never had 
ceased fighting lost causes that no one cared to remember anymore). Miss Ella 
memorized everyone's name; twelve other cousins with my exact full name and 
look-a-like bull face stepped forward to obey her every wish when she called mj 
name— to rawhide for the devilment clean fun of it all. All us Taylor cousins 
looked much alike in our spittin' image Just as a Hereford bull favors its 
whole herd sired, almost like looking into a soul-bearing drenched mirror of 
truth syrup to see our own face on another guy's head — we all stood head and 
shoulders tall in favoring each other. Scotsmen always look like their daddy 
more than their mamma— that's a good godly blessing to keep the gene pool neri- 
tage or family tree genealogy very clear-cut obviously ethnic pure, with no 
possible messing-around cockold bastards on tta blood line. Even ^ "aok £*ott; 
frlm mv earlier v;alk around Texas attended this family reunion to give his 
Messing to us! and that was indeed all he gave. Unck wore his kilts solely to 
dance a Jig in' true Scotch style to benefit all my in-law Winniford clan who 
were pure Scots descended with all their other Scotsmen Ellis, Alexander, Hers 
ton and Stewart 7/ilson kinfolks in full attendance. 
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My Scotsman Uncle was a dancing fool, true to family fashion or to the 
local rage, cavorting all over the place to show himself In rhythmic control 
flouncing his clan colors high into the air like grande family jewels on royal 
public state display. This was a sight to behold, glaring to the seat of his 
holy pants showlng-off so to speak. Unok nearly split his drawers wide open, 
though, with my new workbrittle in-laws; my uncle brourht no belated wedding 
gift at all. Old Uncle Scotty simply f-ave us a verbal blessing since words ar< 
indeed cheaper than deeds or so that stingy-gut old Scotsman kept saying ever 
so convincingly* Old Unck never really understood the oustoms of us Americans. 
Uncle Scotty especially did not comprehend why our annual Taylor family reunior 
celebration started on June 19th or old Emancipation Texas Day known as nigger 
.Tuneteenth Day so that the colored folks kissing cousins from the Cherrywood 
Plantation near Winnsboro could attend with jubilating grandiose fun times— 
the family reunion watermelon seed spitting contests were ofton won by the 
countrified plantation folks. The family reunion always lasted through July k 
when the watermelons were good and ripe in plentiful supply as a free gift to 
the whole family; I could zing more seeds farther than anyone in the whole 
state of Texas vtfien I set my pucker to it . I could stick my wet fingered tongue 
into the air and go with the flowing breezes as my seeds spurted from my pursec 
lips to send a seedy grain half way around the North Central part of East Texai 
when I got myself to blowing hard like I am doing now. Man, was I ever a blow- 
hard kind of fun loving guy back then. Boy, oh boy, I populated more water- 
melon patches by this spore type style than ole Johnny Appleseed did in all hii 
years of planting trees. I was the looal-yokel Johnny Appleseed-Tom Taylor 
watermelon seed planter of Texas. I could back then out populate any other 
fast talking seed-spitting man in Texas at those annual reunion oontests when 
I wanted to win and be known as a number one kind of guy. 

We celebrated the longest of all the kinfolks at the reunion of 1925; we 
refused to leave first or even next to last. My new wife Miss Ella and I were 
the best at doing whatever we set our minds to do; we were a good match for 
each other in ev*ry respect. We stayed till last and then had to clean-up the 
whole littered debris mess. But it was worth it all to just say we out-lasted 
all the Taylor-made activities. We were truly the best of the very best family 
in all the whole universe of Texas. Miss Ella and I already had good experience 
for out-lasting everyone at a big splendid shindig. We had also rejoiced the 
longest at our own wedding feast after that elegant oeremony. Mi celebrated foj 
days without end until we felt like an old married couple for the want of slee 
alone. No one had wanted to be the very first to leave our merrymaking nuptial 
event; the fanfare festivities seemed never to end; all the commemoration was 
enough to kill the fatted calf twice over on our red letter day. We finally 
just up and left on our honeymoon at midnight of the fortnight when the full 
lunar light shined down on us gladly— Lord knows, we had waited long enough 
for that moment in our new marriage to come, for us party hardy souls. 

Marriage is not exactly like the old married guys always say. Misery must 
love company so the seasoned veterans of wedlock gloss over th* full real pic- 
ture of things in a last ditoh effort to gain new converts to the overly exag- 
gerated blissful state of matrimony. I was a high spirited young man in those 
wily days of sowing my wild oats (I had every imaginable young man's ailment ii 
those untamed days), I had to be tamed like a wild stallion or open ranged 
mustang horse. Miss Ella could have written a book on wedded bliss psychology; 
she had the rood common sense to get the best times out of the worst moment. 



Miss Ella never complained or howled loudly like so many redneck mammas do in 
our neck of the woods; a shrew of a wife never has respect or ever really gets 
what she wants out of life from other folks so my Miss Ella Just planned fun 
things for us to do together and also with our best friends. We never had a 
dull moment with all our quiet fun that Miss Ella ramrodded. We were always 
on the go. And go was our middle name, especially in that brand spanking new 
Pontiao car of bers. 

We were on the go to see all of Texas together. We drove all over T&xas 
in that fancy Pontiec oar of hers. We drove way out West onto the Great Ameri- 
can Desert of West Texas where my old uncle and me had walked; I surely did 
enjoy riding in a breezy car much better than the long slow walking through 
the hot dust. We did not get to see all the crawly things in the desert sand 
up close. I did not miss the tarantulas and the hissing rattlesnakes. We did 
however eat snake steaks at the old restaurant now owned by the Irishman who 
still had the map of Ireland on his Celtic face; he though had added the table 
fare of chocolate covered baked potatoes'f or dessert on a popsickle stick and 
even had thick fried potatoe skins for snacks served like Jerky— the gimmick 
slogan was "Desert Desserts on a Stick 19 • Van, that old restaurant brought 
back almost forgotten memories. And the memories were best left forgotten, 
too. But my new wife and I drove onward on our honeymoon. 

Our honeymnon took us farther across the West Texas desert and also moved 
much faster than my slow walk with Unck Scotty who walked to save money while 
we sped along to save time or to make timely moves. >Ve were zooming to our 
manifest destiny on the path of life. We were making memories to last a life- 
time and thus investing wisely in future lifelong experiences. My wife Miss 
Ella was one full blooded Scots who did not mind spending money, especially on 
me. Va spent money like a drunk Indian or like we had it as my old mother would 
say. Finally, our fine new Pontlac auto reached the high elevated oap rook of 
v/est Texas. The radiator spewed over like a tea kettle at lunch time puffing 
away. We even later boiled beens in a cauldren cook pot on the side of the rose 
while waiting for the car to cool down; the water boiled and foamed as the 
beans barely cooked— took over four hours Just to cook the beans. The ultitude 
or barometric pressure of the cap rock area on boiling water did not get to- 
gether very well to cook our noon meal. Well, that Pontiac car oooled down 
long before the beans got cooked in their boiling stew pot. We finally et and 
then drove onward to the north boundard of Texas above Amarlllo. Amberiller was 
how some folks said ttat place name back then. We had a splendid time visiting 
kinfolks and seeing the terrain full of dust devils or ha If -grown cyclons as 
Miss Ella nicknamed them. One dust devil wind storm did blow our way. V/e coulc 
not see a thing; visibility got down to zero and my eyes were about to mud 
over, never to see anything pretty good again. My new wife Vliss Ella had a 
gritty taste on her tongue and looked like a walking fuzzy mud ball; she was 
mad as a wet hen, too, in that sudden sand storm. Miss Ella was all for going 
back to rainy wet East Texas real fast; she said that you never had mud high 
inside the house ceilings like all this dust gets into every crevice and into 
*very pore of your skin. That dust storm was full of stifling air. We thus 
headed back for home, back to her fine old homeplace named rfinniford Way. But 
we got ourselves all bumfuzzled or turned around in that blinding sand storm; 
we erraneously drove farther northward into the shallow waters of the Red Rive] 
banks above Dumas wher* the infamous ding dong Texas daddies live. Those guys 
could play Texas stylo basketball in that devilish sand storm and never miss 
a hoop slam dunk shot. Of course, no one could observe any foul errors so the 
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true-blue Texan word was good enough for me under those dusty circumstances. 
The Ding Dong Daddies of Dumas had the only game in town, for those parts at 
least. #e were too far removed from civilized population centers to care about 
elegant accommodations. Even a muddy basketball game was better than just sit- 
ting in a big Chief tian Pontiac automobile waiting for the smothering dust 
storm to go away. The wind storm came in spurts or gusts so we finally decided 
to drive slowly out of town. 

Driving in a wind storm is not a fun thing to do, even for a salty old 
fun loving cyclone chasing guy like me. We got lost again; I was driving but 
laid the blame on Miss Ella since I allowed her to navigate the maps and also 
look at the fence posts to make sure we did not run off the road into them. 
That fine Pontiac car scon got stuck solid in the slap dab middle of the Red 
River going from Texas into the Oklahoma panhandle; we had again ended-up in 
the river bed shallow waters. The dust storm was worse and getting badder by 
the minute. I oould not see my hand before my race but then I was not looking 
to find myself— I Just v/anted to find the roadway heading home to wet East 
Texas. I got out of the car to see what was happening; the water suddenly 
seemed to be deeper. But that was Just mud; I was into mud up to my hips and 
going down. Yes, quicksand was all around us. The mud was so deep that we 
nearly lost that fancy Pontiac in the quicksand but some nearby Oiclahoma red- 
man Indians came to our rescue when my wife Miss Ella shouted ever so loudly 
at the top of her lungs that her big Chief Pontiac was about to sink down into 
the murky drain. Cherokee Indians galore come out of the woodworks so to speak 
or from behind fallen tree trunks to lift that swell Pontiac car out of the 
muddy slime and oarried it bodily back on shore to high ground on the Texas 
side boundary line of course. *Ve never had no need or desire to leave Texas, 
except for that blinding sand storm. No true-blue Texan ever really needs to 
leave Texas to see anything else good or pretty in the world; we were Just 
adversely turned around, really lost, by that dust devil of a blinding sand 
storm or we would net have been there. Anyway, those Cherokee Indians thought 
the real-live big Chief Pontiac himself was sinking with that new f angled car 
so they rescued the whole cabuddle. N f e thanked them in proper good Texan style 
which is a big toothy grinning smile and a heartfelt handshake to show real 
hospitality. They were our same kind of good people so we all left eacb other 
happy as could be. Miss Ella and I eagerly drove that muddy car homeward frcm 
the crimson waters of the /fast Texas shallow Red River bottoms. Vie had gotten 
the sand out of our eyes or * else we had grown accustomed to it all. And too 
the wind storm had let up. We began to recognize landmarks beside the road 
on our way back to East Texas. .Ve now only saw a very few armadillos. 

The armadillo did not range very far onto the dry l*nds back then. The 
.Vest Texas Amarlllo area did not have a large armadillo animal population 
back then or even later till the hippie flower children generation of slap 
happy kids spread the armored plated mammals from tropic ^outh Texas to all 
Texas points where tto yippies camped. My wife Miss Ella and I travelled our 
way back on Highway 80 through Wichita Falls, where no namesake cascade of 
rivers exist, as we made our fast exit to Dallas. 

Dallas was almost as good as being completely back home. Green grass and 
trees never looked so good to us. Dallas is the edge of East Texas where trees 
and rainfall finally begin to exist in abundant regularity. But North Texas 
begins at Denton above Dallas and goes upward to the Oklahoma border and then 
westward up through the Texas panhandle. This recent silly business of yankees 
culling everything above Houston where they migrated as North Texas is like 
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calling all United States citizens yanlcees who are in Europe when us good ole 
boy Southerners are never going to be good yankees to anyone anywhere or any- 
way, with all our rebellious confederate blood boiling at such dumb nomencla- 
ture from a yahoo yankee press at that. The East Texas domain is big and very 
well-know Just like Upstate New York is not one town ohartered spot; East Texus 
is three hundred miles long by two hundred miles wide; Tyler with its world 
famed roses is the blooming heart of East Texas as all well-drawn Texan demo- 
graphics go. Well, I have tod my Texan say-so and I do indeed feel better for 
it, too. North Texas is a good part of Texas to be from but it is not deep 
East Texas terrain ever. 

East Texas has the most greenery in the world; more different forms or 
varied species of trees and plants proliferate in rainy East Texas than any 
where else in the whole wide world. Texas is in the middle of the Western 
hemisphere and thus has more renus types of flora and fauna living in the 
forests. And the tallest trees in the world do indeed grow in East Texas. The 
rain water of East Texas should be moved and spld west of Dallas as Fort Worth 
needs mucho-grande water on its Great American desert terrain plateau. Now, 
somehow, all that plentiful free East Texas rainfall needs to be directed to 
the dusty dry West Texas so I figured out a way to transport water from one 
side of Texas to the other far edge. I could do this great f*at myself but onl: 
with the help of an ornery Texas tornado. I know that a funnel cyclone oloud 
can be relied on to suck-up water in soggy East Texas rivers such as when fish 
get rained down onto dry land farmers so I did some old fashioned Texan tornadc 
foot race funning around again like I used to do as a wild young man. I did 
again irtiat I used to do so well. I ran up close- to look that black funnel clouc 
in the face of Mother Nature 1 s fury so I got chased like I knew that I would, 
being chased clear across dryland Texas by that rain sucker cloud mass. 

That ornery mad as a wet hen tornado full of East Texas river bottom watej 
pursued me liKe crazy; that rain storm had an avenging fury for my perky self 
all the way to Dallas from Texarkana on a moment's notice it seemed fast on my 
heels at that. It was a good thing that I could still run real fast like when 
I was much younger and had not forgotten my old timey skills. Well, that venge- 
ful ill-natured funnel storm cloud routed me and its rain soaked load ell the 
way to Fcrt Worth where I turned around exasperated to stick my tongue out jusi 
to rest, tly old long-over-worked tongue nearly dragged itself raw like now fror 
talking so much in the dusty streets of the smelly stockyards of cow town Fort 
Worth. That water-filled tornado funnel cloud was no match for me now; it was 
too soaked, scused itself so to speuk with muddy river H2O, to move as fast as 
it first did in our Texas foot race of the elements before it scooped-up more 
water to spout onto me In its humanized fury so I now truly had time to catch 
my winded breath, I had run all two hundred or 30 miles from Texarkana through 
Dallas without a pause. T surely did have more than I oould say grace over now. 
In Fort Worth, the dust from my tired heels looked like a big storm Itself; 
dirt was everywhere in the Texas air—dirty soil was settling on the ceilings 
inside all the houses per usual for a mere dust devil brought-in by me. As my 
sweetheart wife Miss Ella says that mud back in wet E a st Texas never got onto 
the high ceilings so rain storms beat the rusty-dusty dickens out of dust 
storms if you ever have to ohoose enduring one act of natural disaster over 
another tribulation. Well, that angry child-of- the-devil personified East Texaf 
tornado ctosed me real fast suddenly with renewed vigor from tta stockyards at 
Fort Vorth since it had rested some to build-up its mean character, but that 
funnel cloud got misdirected from its usual tornado alley pathway out to the 
far Viest Texas' desert countryside wfr»re cyclones now happen as a normal thing 
all the time since getting routed out there In the first place by me on a 
double dog dare by my niece Elsie Taylor Winniford of which she is another tall 
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tele for later. Ttoat full-grown cyclone fast on my heels must have fallen In 
puppy love with one of those small dust devil wind gusts and thus decided to 
go a 1 courting of ton to see those cute little miniature funnel olouds to get 
some windy action going for a change out there on the desert. I must have 
shown the storm system too well how to rampage westward all the far distance to 
ole Wichita Palls so cyclones now know how to find their pathway onto the far 
desert simply because T first led then that way. Those cyclone storms are 
called an act of Ood so T don 1 1 get blamed for them, thank goodness. I am truly 
sorry for that tragedy of storms wrecking desert life to havoc but some price 
has to be paid for having big rain clouds and lots mor* of good life-pi vlng 
rain water on the drylands. 

Anyway 1 the rainstorm that I got to chase me westward onto the desert end- 
ed-up staying full time us a new lake in West Texas. All that precious water 
being siphoned from East Texas rivers became a West Texas lake called Possum 
Kingdom. All that captured East Texas rain water poured down flat as a cow wet- 
tlnp on that desert mesa canyon rock to leave a vast super lake formation on 
the high dry plains of the desert. I would never do this again for any reason; 
I had rather dig a canal deep into the small rivers from East Texas out onto 
the desert plateau. And I am too meek and humble a Texan to take credit for 
this creation, but all my friends and close relatives know the full truth about 
my climatic accomplishments that even formed a West Texas lake since all my 
branch water kin to half of Texas kncws the oomplete facts anyway. 

Another Texas lake that was taylor-made by my family is Caddo Lake in deej 
East Texas. It runs in the Taylor family for us to fool around with water 
sports. My grandfather Madison Maxwell Monroe Taylor made that Caddo Lake when 
he was newly wed and all in the olden days. Caddo Lake to this day has the 
most unusual fish life in Texas. Salt water oat fish abound In the briny water* 
of that far inland East Texas lake. Everything In Texas is different from any- 
thing else like it in the Whole wide world because us Texans can't help but Im- 
prove on en already good thing when seeing it; our natural curiosity just out- 
bests everything full of wcnder, and our creative penlus to advance matters 
just takes over. Well, my ole grandpappy 3-M as folks called him decided to 
build hisself a really big house on his twenty-thousand acre spread or-ferm; 
he cut down huge cherry trees that grew wild in the Big Thicket forest which 
extended all the way down from Houston up to Texarkana back then and even over 
to Paris, Texas. Trees w*re'so thick and wide that horses could hardly ride 
through them (you absolutely could not see the forest for the trees back then)* 
The old 3-M Taylor pioneer homestead just north of Winnsboro was appropriately 
named Cherrywood; his new petite bride was a f lesty Pennsy lvenia-Dutoh gal who 
was as vcrkbrittle as my own new wife Miss Ella. My small statured grandmaw V.U 
3-M was a slip of a girl, no bigger than a wash-ln-the-soap. This itty-bitty 
Taylor lady decided to do something as grande and out-of -this-world as her hus- 
band^ fine estate house was; she dug a hole nearly th*» size of Texas and all- 
get-out for a cistern to store her drinking water. They had both already dug 
two other rood sized cisterns at the house porches or verandahs to catch fresh 
clear rainwater, and then tte barn cisterns had been easy enough for her to 
dig alone. But grandmaw wanted to dig a really big deep cistern for the irriga- 
tion of the cotton fields in the hot summer time when even good old East Texas 
does not get enough rain to grow decent crab grass. .Veil, my grand^w Tt-ylor 
was known as Uiz 3-M because she *ortced beside h*r man and nobody could tell 
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about true grit workers to you folks. But it took both frundmaw and grandpaw 
Taylor together to dig a trench the size of a Texas river to divert the water 
flow and then grandmother took a pick axe to go much deeper. That old gal 
dug for months and must have gone plum nearly to China; she did hit some old 
Chinese artifacts and to this day they are in our house. We do have a lot of 
Chinese antiques that floated upward from the depths of her vast digging* All 
that deep hole in the Kast Texas ground finally caved in on that poor lady. 
She lost her balance and fell backwards far away from the engulfing hole or 
else I would not be here to tell all the events so well. This Texas size hole 
in the ground just kept growing or swelling like a gopher snake eating the 
dirt for lunch around itself; that whole end of ISast Texas began to sink and 
to sag. That giant sink-hole finally became lower than sea level on the far 
Galveston ooastline side* And then the salt water from the Texas gulf flowed 
backwards and upward into deep Fast Texas rivers to bring tons of marine life 
inland with a huge tidal wave that was sweeping up the old winding lazy TSast 
Texas estuaries. The Big Thicket forest trees even got washed down into that 
sink-hole that finally filled up with enough water and today that is why so 
much salt water cat fish marine life abounds in deep East Texas Caddo Lake. 
Now, some educated fools of geologists like to teach that an earthquake of the 
Madera fault era in 1815 to 1819 really caused all that freaking formation. 
But I do know better for a fact that the whole ruckus of salt water flowing 
backwards into the Caddo Lake was actually caused by my grandmother Viz 3-M 
Tby lor— maybe, she also caused the earth to shake or have a heart attack to 
form into an earthquake. I don't doubt my grund/aaw 1 s capabilities and neither 
should you. And besides, I always say that anything is possible in Texas be- 
cause God is the original Texan since he livs here in the heart of everyone 
of us good Texans and thus made us the way we are. Texans always have had a 
fiesty God given nature. 

The fiesty climate of Texas never ceases to amaze even me. About the 
time you get it figured out, it gets bigger and better. Nothing common and 
ordinary ever happens in Texas. Absolutely nothing stereotypical normal hap- 
pens here in Texas. The Big Thicket forest is living proof of that fact; the 
best orchids in the world grow wild in that tree infested place and my old 
eccentric uncle Scotty Taylor still lives somewheres in all that wooded place 
just waiting to do business with you. But the tallest trees in the world 
actually do grow in the Big Thicket forest of East Texas or South East Texas 
as some dare say (Houston is where South Texas begins, though) • The tall trees 
are all over the place just for the looking if you care for such things. The 
lumberjack in the Big Thicket has to be the busiest axeman in the world or 
else have the best chain saw on the plenet Just to cut a benchmark line around 
the really big *ast Texas trees. Big Thicket trees grew so tall that no one 
person can ever climb to the very tip top. And only a real Texan by birth 
can even attempt to climb a Texas grown tree, kinda like juck and the bean 
stalk story except in Texas. The Big Thicket trees grow very tall because 
they need lots of sunlight and must reach far upv^rd just to get out cf the 
ordinary treellne so their height is indeed enermous. I though did cut down 
a Texas tall pine tree once that was not the biggest but was very close to 
being the greatest one ev*r. V/hen I yelled timber, the tree fell for three 
weeks or so it seemed before it hit the ground— the tip top branches however 
landed all the way up north in New York C ity; it was Christmas time so that 
made no noticeable difference to them New Yorkers. Them northerners Just 
thought it was all part of the yule tide seasonal decorations. Now, that was 
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an extra big tree. I cut down that big tree close to Texarkana; the tree roots 
grew in Texas but cast a shadow on the whole state of Arkansas and Louisiana 
or Lousyana as my redneck buddies usually say it. All that shade from big tall 
East Texas Big Thicket trees cause so many bayous and marsh land areas in the 
state of Louisiana. Texas big trees influence the whole world let me tell you. 

Big Texas trees even grow in the middle of the flowing Red River or at 
least did grow in the center of the crimson waters of our north-eastern bound- 
ary. Just above Texarkana, which is the Gateway to the Southwest, there was 
a log Jam for generations caused literally by eager beavers. The beaver animals 
built their dam hemes that almost stopj.ed the upper flow on the Red River. The 
logs from the truly tall Texas trees bridged the whole riverv/ay. And then new 
seedlings took root in the pine bark mulch where they grew in a new forest 
thirty to fifty feet tall all across the top of the water. Texarkana became 
a corporate town and gateway to the whole southwest soon after the log Jam 
was dynamited to smithereens by the new railroad tycoons who had developed 
trade routes through the primeval forests of East Texas. My own daddy George 
Washington Taylor helped unci eg the log jam so l got this story fairly streighi 
from the horse 1 3 mouth so to speak Just like I am telling you now. The original 
old Big Thicket forest extended all the way down to Victoria and up to Paris 
above Commerce to the east and of course all the way across to Texarkana. That 
is how big the primeval forest of old timey East Texas really was* 

My old daddy George Washington Taylor was born on February 22, hence , his 
namesake so he could not tell a lie either about anything Texas. My old daddy 
was a treilbluzer guide for folks from Texus goinr into Indian Territory; he 
knew the good old Indian chiefs themselves back then and knew the lay of the 
land like the back of his hand. My daddy was trying to find a lost gold mine. 
Prospecting for gold in Oklahoma Territory was my daddy 1 s real purpose for 
going in the first place. My dad found everything except gold after he left 
Texas soil. His Texas luck was fast going back home. My father did meet the 
last of the great old timey Oklahoma Tndian medicine men named tfovera who had 
walked the Trail of Tears as a boy. My ole daddy became a good friend to that 
fine medicine man. Wovera predicted many things; he foretold that on the 
adjoining lands of the Caddo Tejas or friendly folks 1 s border of his Redman 
lands oame together that a huge lake would be formed to serve the needs of 
both nations; now Lake Texoma is half in each state— the medicine man .Vovora 
delivered his prophetic messages generations prior to the actual event so my 
old daddy Just keeps retelling his old experiences. And now Texas today has 
the magical waters cf an Indian soothsayer come true. Today, that lar^e Lake 
Texoma is located above Sherman and thus truly is a North Texas marine harbor 
at the tip top edge of gpod ole North Texas 3kirting Sast Texas. 

^ast Texas timber was used to build many things in early Texas besides 
houses and railroad ties. V/ooden derricks in the Texas oil fields from 1901 
Splendletop required East Texas timbers. My ole daddy built wooden derricks 
in the pioneer Texas oil fields from 1901 till 1932 when he retired to attend 
night college at ^ast Texas State University at Commerce. All those old timey 
oil patch derricks were truly Taylor-made from whence the banner phrase w Tay- 
lor-aade n originated as a world-wide trademark of where my family kinsmen 
artisans had labored— now, I would never tell you no lies. My Scots folks 
always went wterever a fast buck was to be made, especially the blaok gold 
garden variety ty,:e of opportunity. My ole dad was truly a chip off the old 
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Taylor-made block, just like great-uncle Scotty was so enterprising to turn 
a dollar when no one else could. l!y dad was so good at doing his job in the 
oil patch that he built one derrick to serve two or even three depths of wells 
on the same spot of ground— those dual pumping rigs to this day are called 
Christmas trees since he built them out of Sast Texas timbers to resemble 
Big Thicket pine trees. I like to share the wild tales about my daddy's old 
timey escapades because younger folks must not break faith with the pest 
generational accomplishments by not honoring their memory with personal 
stories— kinda like old home-week of memorbilia. Mow, my old dad was no joker 
like me so that is the gospel truth as any good preacher man would not lie 
either about such a serious matter as this for fear of lightning striking his 
untruthful lips. 

Truth is the mainstay of all us Taylor-made kinsmen. We could not lie 
if we really wanted to because it shows on our honest-to-goodness bright face 
when we even exaggerate facts plus Visa ^lla has become my truth syrup 
barometer. She just rolls her eyes heavenwardly when I barely overestimate 
the detailed truth or embroidery the facts. I can't tell a lie in her sweet 
presence; I don't even try. The truth is an obcession wi th that woman of mine. 
Yi'e make an ideal pair. But a Texan tod rather be right than president— we are 
never truly wrong. I once thought I was wrong but I took it back real fast. 
T might josh myself but I would never who-raw. you as my good old daddy would 
say about Kidding a kidder. Vy wife Viss Ella was a good sport to put-up with 
me and all the Taylor kin. She and I though have always travelled through life 
smelling the flowers all along the way; we don't turn our noses up at folks 
like we just smelled a pile of dung as so many people go through life with a 
scrunched nasal passage showing on their hlckey face. Smelling the flowers has 
been our aim; we look for the good, even blooming Idiots are sweet children 
of Cod's gift to see how well-off we are. I like seeing and finding the good 
smelling things in life. The Big Thicket especially has so many wild flowers 
in full bloom — orchids in the forest were a Joy to see and to take vistas of 
pictures. My sweetheart !£iss TSlla and I took short trips to every part of 
Texas; we had no favorite places. All of Texas is so much fun and so good to 
travel around that we just kept on going forward to experience all we could. 
In East Texas Athens, we frequently ate at the drugstore lunch counter where 
the wcr Id famous hamburger was invented and then taken to the 1894 V/orld's 
Fair in Chicago to demonstrate the good Texan ingenuity to the rest of the 
planet who aped our ways. 

Texan genius comes naturally to our big land of opportunity. The climate 
is so hot in the long heated summers that the brain power really g^ts to going 
full steam ahead. Ingenius idea3 do come into the Texan brain power when the 
temperature is high, not low, so a hot shower from head to toe will also gen- 
erate ingenius ideas during the horrid cold winter months; thus, a cold shower 
kills all passionate ideas from heading into troubled waters as preachers urge 
the youth to indulge; and I should know from having taken so many. Go soak 
your head is not just a rawhiding or who-rawing joke but is good advice to go 
stimulate some good Texas thinking processes, for as you know Texans are good 
at being able to Improve everything anyway. I am a good example of all this 
Texas lore as my good wife Miss 211a will attest. 

Uiss Ella is a good wife and has kept n» on the good pathway of life for 
over fifty years now. She gave me everything good in this life; she gave me 
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an even better improved extended family than I already had; Miss ^lla v/as my 
whole family of love— she gave me a wonderful Taylor-made baby after two years 
of wedded bliss Texas style* Our honeymoon travels were just too good to stop 
reveling in ourselves and thus take time to have a child so our baby-making 
had to wait a long time just to get birthed at the right time for us* I had 
thought the fetus would be full grown before the delivery date finally arrived 
Now, this is no lie or tall Texas tale; our first born had to wait so long to 
get borne two years after we were married that our firstborn baby pirl came 
into this world with teeth already out and a full head of hair to boot* We 
Texans get more bite into matters at date of birth than other folks* After all, 
a Texas baby is far more advanced than other nationalities* That infant girl of 
mine was the spitting image of me ; we were like two peas in a pod. My little 
gal even said she was a daddy's girl and her first words were, "I am Tom's 
^irl* w Now, no lie about my baby girl— would I ever prevaricate in the rhetor- 
ical sense? My baby daughter Lynna Ustelle Taylpr became a torn-boy who went 
everywhere with me and talked a blue streak to strangers if she ever saw one. 
That little rirl of mine had the gift of gab from the blarney stone more than 
I even did, if you can imagine such a thing* 

My little Taylor girl favored both sides of the houses; she looked very 
much like all the Taylor kin with our palaver, and yet she was a Winnlford too 
with their bone structure. She had the Winnlford knowledge knot birthmark bump 
on the back of her head v/hich was full of extra smarts so she never forgot a 
thing as part of that heritage so we had to be careful v/hat was said around 
that little "unforgettable" girl* But kids can be a ring tail tutor; they 
change their parents lives completely und forever at thut. Never will pnrento 
have ;jer3onal freedom or complete privacy anymore. ..'hen little tykes step on 
your toes, the hurt is momentary; but when (Town, they walk all over your 
heartstrings that is nev^r forgotten. Yet, they do it all with love knots. A 
person can never pay for their own raising until they have to rear a child of 
their own— the curse of the Irish life upon you is v/hat my Irish mother called 
having to pay for your raising. Now, my mamma had the spirit of the fighting 
Irish reincarnate deep in her veins indeed. (Bad parenting shows when these 
young liberated mothers and fathers want independent children so that everyone 
can go their separate ways— the offspring leave the nest soon enough so what 
is twenty years out of personal freedom to rear the next generation?)* Tis no 
wonder that the word "mother" has become the meanest cuss word in our language* 
But the fathers ofton show the meanest unconcern. And some of my raunchy ornery 
friends said that they only liked children in the liquid state so I told them 
to go soak their gutter snipe minds in a cess pool; these vulvar nasty-minded 
dingle-butt rascals give truly good ole Texan boys a bad name everywhere to 
live down. A real Texas father has to stand-up to defend his sweet daughter's 
honor and good name even at an early age— the father of daughters has to get in 
good practice for later when the sneaky good-for-nothing yahoo boyfriends start 
courting your innocent little girl. 

My little baby girl was the cutles of all, of course— "my little crow bub> 
wtis the blackest" so to speak. She learned to do readings at public ratherings 
by age three and she was as cute as movie star Shirley Temple ever was. My 
daughter would also improvise her own witty sayings or readings such as v&en 
passing a vacant corner lot, she would say f "Hush Tittle Corner, don't you 
cry, you will be a filling station bye-and-bye.« And she did an impromptu 
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piece of expression entitled "Brother Jones, you take a tator and wait," That 
original scenario was a true episode about children having to sit at the second 
table of big family dinners and then take left over food. My gal surely had 
the blarney stone stuck to her lips and also had the gall to speak her own 
mind, I done told you that my little gal was cute as a bug's ear. My little 
girl was smart as could be and sharp as a sack of rocks in a race riot; she 
was a walking and talking baby book storehouse of encycloepedlc information. 
She did us proud all the time, let me tell you. 

Being proud of our Taylor-made children is normal and thus my niece Elsie 
Taylor V/inniford was full of it too for her little pi rl Ida Margaret V/inniford 
but in an odd sort of way. Elsie though did not want the oonstant worry and 
time consuming problem to raise her baby child so she took her new daughter 
back home to her old mother Ida Salmon Taylor to raise in Commerce town, a few 
miles away from the grandeur of V/inniford '//ay homestead with its high stepping 
party animals. Elsie was too busy going to Jovial parties and being a festive 
rich bitch or Jollity dancing fool at local gala events to stay home with a 
crying child. And besides convivial high society was always hanging around 
Sam V/inniford who was the finest violinist in Texas and te still played for 
presidents of the United States so his celebrity status had rubbed-off just 
enough to give Miss Elsie, the-new-in-law, a big head. And this attitude was 
fast making her an out-law family member. Elsie did net want to take the time 
to do baby dlsapers while she could boogie all over Texas and Washington, D.C. 
Seeing baby Ida Margaret for u few hours each week was more than enough for 
the high flying Miss Elsie. Now, my wife t!lss Ella who was a genuine bona fide 
Winnlford by bi/th did not approve such child negleot and thus made no bones 
about such flagrant abuse of one's motherly duties. „ r e soon parted ways as 
being mutual farty goers, an end to our camaraderie. We were no longer the 
beautiful chummy -clubby duet couple at jbvial celebrations; we certainly did 
not take undue risks with Elsie anymore with her double-dog-dare urbanity. Our 
commonly shared good times were no more. Miss Elsie was not our cup of 
Taylored motherhood loving tea. Elsie lived a life-lie of jolly glory road 
falsified good-times. ;/e were off her like a wet shirt. My wife Miss Ella and 
I were interested in down home things now. This intimate family life schism 
existed until my niece and sister-in-law both rolled-up into one kinfolk mess 
went to church and got religion to proclaim her redemption or reformation on 
the mourner's bench a few years later during the Croat Depression when nobody 
had any spare money to go anywhere anyway — then, we all had to forgive and 
forget as good Christians. But that is another long story. 

The story of my life is doing down home things. And we finally had a 
second child to fill cur homely ways. Miss Ella knew that she had to have four 
children in order to fulfill God's dictum to replenish and mult iply— replenish 
is having two children and multiply means two more babes so four is the magical 
Christian duty even for Protestants. Preachers do indeed rule the lives of 
their parishners with their college gained facts of what the translated scrip- 
tures really mean as they are quick to point-out; they don't want you to just 
read the Bible for yourself and thus know only what is ststed— the hidden mean- 
ings of the ancient verb forms and double entendre words make the Bible Church 
preacher's job indespensible and God-given to hear them tell it. V/ell, Miss 
Ella and I had three miscarriages when our second child finally survived— our 
Christian faith wls being tested saith the ministers of God's ordained will. 
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Well, we had a God-sent boy Wio was borne with the decayed black flesh of his 
dead twin in his mouth. My son had white hair and blue eyes till ape seven 
when both turned dark brown. That baby boy was born at home of course during 
a blizzard in late February; a week of warm spring-like weather had Just pro- 
ceeded that snow storm so we were not quite ready for the ordeal a minute after 
midnight. A few weeks later, a tornado hit home; the roof was lifted-off like 
a doll house being played with. The storm dunking rain* drenched all the weighty 
interior walls to unglue the wallpaper that then fell in streaks across the 
furniture; next, the peaked roof was replaced carefully as though being handled 
by a giant over-seer into the same nail holes— evangelists later interpreted 
our woe by sermonizing that the Lord Himself directed the handling of this act 
of God nature-event simply to show us His powerful presence in our mortal 
lives (fearsome Bible thumpers or hell-fire damnation preachers saith too much 
sometimes on behalf of the good silent Lord with Free Will taking a back seat 
to current theology till Judgement Day comes in t he end of the last millennium 
to claim us all for sure as Revelation 20 promises). Those fatalistic fear- 
teaching clergyman can go to grass for all I care since I oan read for myself 
what goodness the true -good -book Bible says, not just trials and tribulations 
for us Christians. My sweet wife Miss Ellu saw it all, experiencing all the 
ripping asunder and then putting back together of the fine old homestead named 
Wlnniford Way in a split second during that cyclone windstorm so I do believe 
her eye witness account, not a lambasting pastor. My good wife don't never 
lie and she was sick in bed, too ill from child bearing complications, to go 
to the safe confinement of the storm cellar shelter. 

I had to be tha ono to take my children to the storm shelter and leave my 
courageous wife ,r l3s 311a inside that big house alone; the baby stayed quiet 
only when I held him and my darling daughter v/as never afraid when her daddy 
was along, even though he was scared silly, so Miss Ella had promised that if 
we were in safety tte t she could then bear the awful burden— mind over matter 
kept us calmly safe since all good Texans know the Lord helps those who help 
themselves, and this stressful day was time enough to make a praying man out 
of anyone during a windstorm. Everything turned dark-thirty, pitch black in the 
middle of the afternoon. Tornadoes have always liked to pursue my whereabouts 
because of my chasing all those funnel clouds as a half-grown boy just .to get 
av/ay from the claustrophobic confines of a stuffy storm cellar so I knew that 
I was in for a long haul of it. And now I was trapped by promises and duty into 
enduring the cellar shelter confines to sooth my worried wife and scared little 
children— it was time to put on the waiting clothes fear a long frightening 
session down in a hell hole deep in the ground. I was the odd man chosen one 
who would have preferred staying in the middle room of the rambling, lumbering 
old house in the great rampaging outdoors even with a howling young cyclone on 
the make. Life always has an ironic twist working in God 1 s mysterious ways to 
cause one 1 s worst fears to come true at the least expected moment. And God 
ain f t no sadist enough to do ugly devilment according to the one-true Bible 
I read, so the ?ood Lord does not interfere to change daily life commotions or 
ever interrupt His predestined scheme of things for the long run of eternity. 

That infernal spring storm seemed to last an eternity while I was down in 
that black hell hole of a storm cellar. But I was well addressed for the dire 
emergency with God's full name of religious lamentations on everyone's tongue. 
We finally got over the holy-terror scare and pot back to living our lives ac- 
cording to the pood Book dictates among our nest of relatives. Times were hard 
and then economics rot much harder. The Great Depression was in full swing wher 
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my baby boy got born; he was one great big accident to oar depressed child birth 
plans. We then just had one iuore big loud mouth to feed, now that the national 
big money banks had closed* But worst of all, permanently and forever more, my 
wife's family private bank was busted flat broke, not worth a plugged nickle any- 
more. We were all now flat broke, witn no gooa prospects* My lucrative roofing 
company had folded first — the really bad economic bust years of 1929 lasted till 
1939. The heart of the Great Depression was 1934, and 1-iiss Ella ana T were still 
having children* A tornado death would tnusly have been a blessing in disguise 
right then and there, plus a great relief for all the suffering worrywart things 
that we had to endure all through the terrible or thr i f ty-dust-bowl 1930' 8. Work 
was not available for able-bodied men, even a crafty Taylor-made guy like me. I 
was called shiftless anc aoo-less by soute of my fine relatives until they them- 
selves no longer had Jobs or real prospects as well. Times were bad for every- 
body, even the rich were poor for a change* 

Poor mouthing became the game of the day. And the nights were full of con- 
stant anguish and sleepless thrasning. My children were the only joy during the 
wnole dreadful depression. The little tykes were the only good fortune that Miss 
Ella and I haa left* Our little boy was a refreshing burst of unexpected truthful 
remarks all the time. He spoke his mind clearly like an old testament prophet 
straight out of the BOOK OP JUDGES. Truth was built into that little boy of mine 
like God's own judgement come true. That boy had all the good traits of both me 
and my sweetheart wife Miss Ella, plus a few of my real bad points. My son spoke 
only the absolute truth but at the most inopportune fines or when the most social 
embarrassment would occur. Now, that's when you know you done been got by the 
factual truth of It ail in auch a bright eyed and buahy-tuiled sort of wuy # 

Speaking the truth was so typically Texan of my little boy, Uy son acknow- 
ledged that one did not need to tell lies about your enemies because the selec- 
tive use of honest facts in biding time can eventually be used to put a haughty 
person in their deserved place— that's the kind of savory truth-sayer my little 
Texan boy was, slick as owl's grease, he was. L3y boy got h<s sweet Hcks of re- 
venge through the abiding use of selective truth doeses put on the pious holy- 
rollier-than-thou fanatics, exposed right there before God and everybody by a 
little ever so innocent boy. But high fa luting rich folks don't like to hear the 
whole truth. We had to get out of town more than once because of this honest 
trip approach to life by our little son. We finally had to move to the Big Tick- 
et forest to get away from influential rich folks who resented hearing the com- 
plete truth even from the mouth of babes. You know, people get their feelings 
every day°things ***** ^ whole truth, especially about obvious common little 

^ y H ttle son just ruttle<1 on and on about his observations of a person on 
his nit list and just did not seem to ta*e no notice If the truth hurt them or 
not, acting like everything was still just humcy-uorey while they squirmed. My 
boy always started his most telling truth search with his favorite adopted nar- 
rative hook with a disarming Jab, "Let me tell you a question." He simply didn't 
give a flip about tneir flip-flop attitudes or rationalized approach to real 
facts. And let me tell you that my little boy's sincere honesty of truth-saying 
was enough to drive a good grown man to drink or so J rationalized. T thus began 
to swig the hooched white lightning moon madness drink again s<nce I had no other 
i^n\ 1UXU ? ieS t0 l nciul « e - 1 ^ l*b<ba the national beer of Texas back thtl 

1 hi\,I o^lu get ; th ? runaS r ° r ti , loa * neckin « «°Od time. That son of mine talked 
a blue streak and related everything in exact detail as he heard or saw it happsn. 
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He had a photograpnl c :uina that bordered on tne obscene or pornographic gain 
said one or many sitin-fUnt preacners who bad been scetned by h<s honest speak- 
ing tongue. I always left the gossip sessions high and dry early when H was 
raining slander since I nad-on a thin -skinned suit. I also wisely avoid trash- 
ing someone in public when every ola coot *s out to- clean house by revealing 
skeletons in the ramily closet of their closest friends who are not currently 
present. J know better than to out-stay ay welcome at the favorite gossip water- 
ing hole, for they can hardly wait to speak 111 of me when I leave. Tls as well, 
when 1 know nothing gooa to say — and it all 1s on me — I just get out of town or 
out of ear shot so to spea«t far away from my close-knit kissing cousins loud 
mouthed cackling over my misfortunes* 

Well, a close Kissing cousin of mine unfortunately died so my little son 
told it all like it really was, the whole goary hog washed truth. The cousin 
Sherry ;\as chunky or a chuffy girl, a real hefty gal, who ideally met my stan- 
dards of classic beauty since J like the tig busted plump fcubensian woman with 
real meat on her bones. Anyway, Sherry went to a spa 1n Dallas or u fat I'urm as 
my boy callea it rightly-so when he related the tragic events later but ever so 
trutnfully detailed. Naturally, the reference "fat farm" d1a not set well w*th 
the portly-set who had money to burn and wanted not at all to heer the big-fat- 
trutn from an innocent child's lips so they naturally thought that 3 put words 
in his mouth with "fat farm" and all being so trendy phrased beyond a c hold's 
experience. J, red-faced but full of keen interest, tried to shut-up h*s flowing 
rountain ol truth syrup in the name of common family decency but to no avail. 3 
also wanted to stay on his good side— and besides T liked hearing what he cashed 
out uo uuoUy to all the mealy mouthed h'nlolku who huU uo ruooutly culled BM u 

lazy bum until they got permanently unemployed or had only work <n a low rent 
job— to aee them coavulated, squirming 1n truthful throes that will break them 
oi succlng eggs at the expense of others, ftevenge 1s indeed sweet when you aon't 

SK^iL^yiS 1118 yoursel £ ^V ee u nappen - Well » 1 alwa y s trl «« to keep on 

the good s<ue oi my honest-bright young son as 7 hove said before. But h^s other 
S!*J!*5 ^ USt aJ i e 0t tne same ola truth telling turn of events. Cousin Sherry 

™ *2 *, 3 a . tl ° 8 * cont 1oued telling my little son, that she rolled out of bed 
and one oi her t*o nunured pound arms flopped onto her face to smother herself 
to death right on the spot. Ae If that tragedy 1s not bud enough to tell es 
truth but poor sweet Sherry was so large that there was only one casket In 
naerlca big enough to hold her carcass. The funeral director had to call like 
crazy all over the country to find a metal box strong enough to hold all that 
i«rJ-7« k of K huflian llesn- &»ch arm and leg weighed two hundred pounds so a steel 
r°Hlu ~° X ? ad t0 , b ! bought Just t0 barely abstain carrying the corpse to the 
«t«I by K C !T^ y - A ^t my 80n said t0tjt ever y riubb y ou "°° ^rely fit Into that 
steel burial box. She ran a close second to being the heaviest person in the 

?? rA L£V h ° WUS S6lting any ° la Gi " n1s World *"* record s ft th" SruSial time? 
I?ueS?!l T n?!! 8 ;:; 6 ! only **f twenty when she smothered herself to death ac- 
AtZ«t y 'J el ] °** £5 3 brut al painful truth is not a pleasure for sure. «\eryone 
nowadays hearing this true tale says this fat lady story is a broad faced id si 
J° a 18 1 0066(1 stranger than truth to twi st a famous author's saying. But 
maybe someaay soon every aoubtlng Thomas will wake-up dead line this to learn 
this truth the hara way. 

S e tr ay i°M'°i^" 0th i 3 .°" 0n "^ievable. I shoula know since I have been 



4. i t . w ~*~ j a ui wn uaoeiievaDie. j snould know since T h«vA 

S?aie n ?a^ U ,-L b 8 i Wtl ^ P f r3 / 0r yeUrS * 1 6V6n 0nc6 to* rSt rU a t e 1 
Hurl Hit I ly3a « but they made me put 1t backi And that 1s the unadulterat 
truth. That moment of truth is enough veradt.y to last a lifetime or enou«h to 
aaKe me turn to white lightning or ink again for sure. R 
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The best home brew drinKing In the whole wide world happens around the B*g 
Thicket forestlanas. The local demand far exceeds the b*g-shot citified Houston 
marketplace demands for the good ole John Barleycorn liquid of refreshment. A 
deep snort of that white mule juice will Kuock you bacK a month of Sundays in 
time for sure about whatever is ailing you. Fol&s down there in the Big Thicket 
can u*aKe moonshine all day long without fear of ever being caught by the federal 
revenue agents because the tall trees cast a shade like nightfall most of the 
lengthy aaytime to hide their whereabouts from the close eyeball! ng of any un- 
wanted operators or up-coming deputies. No star* stranger can f^nu an easy way- 
wara path in or out, so revenue officers and the high sheriff of Liberty County 
even do not stand a chinaman's chance to catch a local good ole boy mai^ng good 
hard-llKKer booze, a good liquou still was not easy to come-by even in my aay so 
I minaed my p's and q f s when stepping around the mason jar stash on strange groun« 
through ihe Big fhlcicet bootleggers territory. Man, oh man, did T ever mind my 
own business so that 3 did not get into unwelcome troubled waters with the John 
Barleycorn bigwigs. T just never did tell my little boy about all this good stuff 
go^ng-on 1n the deep woods, or he would have had a field day spilling the beans 
better than a so-called lie detector testing adenine ever coula 1n a court of law 
oaten a bald faced liar* Everybody, Including me, with a super duper secret was 
running scared as all get out anyway from my little boy so night time hunting 
sport events was the best lamebrain excuse to use for getting away from the fam<l 
ana thus go into a tizzy for a bender on the local red eye. Tis no wonder that 
good ole boys to th<s day like to go a coon hunting so of ton late at n^ght 1n cer 
tain parts of the great Texas outdoors. T was always traipsing through the woods 
after the good stuff. And I always managed to live not far from where I could get 
the best dram in the whole state of Texas. 

We lived for a spell— I might add a mighty long cry spell— near Harden where 
my olaest sister Opal was a big social club woman; her husband was high sheriff 
of the county and a mighty t sood man for sniffing out any illegal action 1n the 
far hinterland reaches of his bail<w1cic. He was a religious man, Quaker by birth- 
right, so he had eternal goodness written all over his big Pennsylvania Dutchman 
face. Victor Shauberger was the nicest man *n the world till you got h^m an^ry or 
aid him wrong; he and my little boy got along just fine. That youngin of m 4 ne wen 
everywnere with his Uncle Vic who used him 11 Ke a fine bird dog to sniff out the 
liars a aa cheats of tne county. They made an awesome pair like two peas in a pod 
that kept close tabs on every old sKin flint in the whole countryside t to put 
every ole lout on the run. Those two paragons patrolled the local district real 
estate like personified watchdogs of Justice and Liberty forever on the go. T do 
think that my young son loved that off^cioua Unk of h*s even better than me. But 
I was glad, almost surely relieved, that those two pure of heart souls had found 
each other. They never gave a rest to the pursuit of truth in the Texas eminent 
domain on the edge of the B1g Thicket. And they did 1t in unspeakable style. 

Their truth serum patrol, so to speak,' tooK custody of the local roadways *n 
one of ole Victor Shauberger 1 s new Buick automobiles. He owned several auto 
agencies as well as saw mills and farms— his Buick cars had customized noisy 
horns that hoaked the words M Better Buy Buick" all over the highways of Southeast 
Texas. Victor's Nash, Terraplane, Hudson, Pacicard and Studebaker dealerships were 
as spectacular. Ask me no questions ana I will tell you no lies about my k^nfolks 
in that necit of the woods. Sister Opal was even listed <n Marquises WHO'S WHO OF 
AMERICAN WOMEN. And my dear elder sister was such a big wig that no one could 
keep-up with her, including herself. She met herself coming and go'ng in her 
typical Texas chic style. She was head ana shoulders ahead of everybody, even me. 
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My big sis M1ss Opal was queen or liberty County Big Thicket country. Opal had 
once been down-and-out at the heels dirt poor during the flambouyant wealthy 
Flapper Days or the roaring 1920 f s when J gladly took my poor sister and her 
little daughter Loretta under my wing back In our hometown Commerce that my uad 
and three uncles had helped found; 7 bought school books, clothes and whatever 
was needed during those hard t^mes days or theirs w* th no thought of a need to 
ever return those loving kindness days to me. And now the times were a changing, 
reversed all bad onto me. I was presently the poor relations of the Taylor family 
clan. Ky poor wife Miss Ella and I lived a low Key life 1n the Big Thicket during 
the improvident Great Depression decade years. 

My sweetheart w5fe ana I kept a low profile lifestyle because we were swamp 
trash poor during that awful Great Depression which lasted a full decade. Some 
folks in tne swamp lanas did not know what was really going-on in the poor out- 
side world. The Great Depression did not exist for them because some were even to 
poor to know or notice the difference of indigent needs during the wealthy h^gh 
stepping flapper days ana the current impoverished times of the 1930 f s f just 
seemed like ola home week to them again for sure.' Many of those poor hard-working 
functional illiterate folks d^d not even know the exact year, much less the docad 
or the century; these friendly kind souls thought Abe Lincoln was yet alive and 
still presiding in the White House. Kan, it do take a lon^ time for the real word 
to reach all through the B1g Thicket forest lands or environs; and that f s no big 
fib— would I lie to you even if I could? And that is what T liked best about the 
folks there when I lived among them; they don't even try pretending to know every 
thing about everyone in the whole big wide world like some high-hatted know-1 t- 
alls today put-on airs. Kolks living 1u the Big Thicket d<d not need riches end 
puffea-up finery to live well or to be big-ikkey. We had everything we really 
needea ana then some. I did not earn much money cash flow in the Rig Thicket 
economy nor did J need many earthly possessions to sport about. Kolks helped each 
other without intent or iule gain, even my stingy-gut old Uncle Scotty assisted 
his neignbors in time of aire need. 

Uncle Scotty helped other folks who could not get work but were willing to 
labor in his latest business ventures. My ola uncle from Scotland was still l^v^n, 
in his home-away-from-outdoor-home deep down 1n the paradise wetlands of the B^g 
Thicket. Old Unk haa been living hidden away deep In the marshy swamps of the Big 
Thicket forest lanas just waiting for opportunity to come his way aga<n Hke <t 
always seemed to do by ordained predestination in a good Presbyterian way right 
on aivine schedule. 

Opportunity cane naturally to the B<g Thicket country. No able-bodied man 
went hungry or needed to. Lots or food was available just for the taicing or the 
skillful hunting. Hound dogs hunted coons w 4 th a natural vengeance. Pelts even 
brought a gooa price to keep the cash flow going. And f besides, the ^ooa eating 
of the coon meat filled many a depression haunted belly. Coonskin caps were seen 
all over that end or Texas on the best or heads. I was in the thick of things 
with the best coon aogs in the world. 

I owned two of the finest Texas bred hunting hounds 1n all of the Big 
Thicket. Those coon aogs of mine were named Bosco and ftosco. Those pr^ze hounds 
got their namesakes from the best two real live whiskey makers In the Big Thicket 
so when I yelled those aogged monikers, loudly to the wild winds, then I was 
really just yelping for my favorite bootleggers Rosco and Bosco 1n the woodlands 
without ever calling undue attention to thut pulr of a<&tHlery locations* 
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i*s I said before, that pair were the best trained coon dogs In the whole 
wide world. I had tnose canines so well trained that all T hau to do was pick-up 
a Kitchen chair which needed a new flat bottom and thus show those smart dogs 
where a fine furry stretched coonskin should fit. Those dogs then joyously ran 
to fetcn a r^al live coon to fill the hole and in a* couple of hours they would be 
back with a good catch even with the right color tone coordinated interior match. 
Now, that is no exaggeration or my name ain't Tom Taylor I But one busy day, my 
sweetheart wife Miss Jslllabrought her ironing board to be repaired out to my work- 
bench wnen I got time from all my good coon hunting. Those two zealous sleeping 
hounds awoKe about that same time to look their sad eyeballs into that huge frame 
work of boards; they began yelping like the dickens had been kicked out of them, 
and tney ran-off — to thi3 day, I have never seen hide nor hair of Kosco or Bosco 
again. Good coon dogs like them are nard to come-by so I just know for sure tnat 
those hounds are to this day out searching everywhere in the Big Thicket woods al 
over for the great-granddaddy of big coons to fit that large ironing board cover. 
I just hope that no ill luck comes to those fine dogs of mine as T know for cer- 
tain they will return just as surely as tomorrow will become today when they 
finally catch the biggest coon of all. I just hope no panthers attack my lost 
dogs — now, that would for sure break them of sucking eggs. 

Wild panthers roamed all over the inner sanctum of the Big thicket back in 
my day or late nights. Good coon dogs like mine have been known to tree a panther 
or die trying. Panthers scream a lot *n the dead of night so we hunters stayed 
far away from such dangerous noise most of .the time. But. not all of tne Big 
Thicket is dangerous. Lots of native growing plants cover the forest floor like 
a good salad Just wuittng to be picked. All fen J 8 good uuUng was free, too. Polk 
salaa was just part of the tender vegetation all over the place. 

The salad vegetation also provided a good place for the biggest edible bugs 
in the world. The biggest cockroaches coula be put to good use or turned *nto 
financial gain by none other than my ola Unk Scotty. My old Unk Scotty had alread 
beat the world to tne punch by selling carmel covered cockroaches as a unique 
delicacy or gourmat food* He called his newest company "La Cockaroacha, The Nation- 
al Koou of Texas." Golly, that old Scotsman could Jump thu gun on money-maKing 
ideas before the rest of the world even thought about doing 1t or knew th^y neede 
such epicurian delights^ he was ahead of his time by leaps and bounds. i>nd my old 
uncle had cash paying customers let me tell you— folks ate those chocolate covere 
bugs, just as sure as there are hookers on South Ma<n Street in Houston. R<ch 
people need diversions from their leisure so the chocolate covered bon-bons with 
cockroaches and/or ants provided just the r^ght touch to forgetting the horrid 
Great Depression bustea days. Lots of rich folks lived 1n the B1g Thicket, and by 
choice too. So, not everyone was poor ignorant folks like myself. My brother-in- 
law Sheriff Victor Shauberger was very rich, but he did not have leisure t*me to 
eat La Cockaroachas since he was busy uarsfcalllng or sheriffing all of Liberty 
County. But the wealthiest citizen of all was lira. Humphreys. 

Mrs. Humphreys was a life-long native; her maiden surname was Harden for 
wnom the town Hardin was founded. And John Wesley Harden was part of her long 
genealogical iceHh and kin; John Wesley Hardin's wife was a Taylor also— that 
mace us somehow brenchwater kin since bloody genes 1s thicker than ra<n water *n 
the wash of time eternal. The founding Hardin fan^ly had settled on 625 sections 
or 400,000 acres and then the other settlers founding family Humphreys had also 
pioneered Texas with a Spanish landgrant of equal acreage. Thus, that old lady 
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ownea almost half— or so It all seemed when walking across her vast ft mber lands 
and endless rice paddies within the Big Thicket swampy land mass on her personal 
Inherited 800,000 acres and four oilfields. She was r*ch beyond Croesus's wildest 
dreams, even though she was no King Ranch truly big-rich heiress wHh a capital K 
million acres. That old lady Humphreys haa the Midas touch for sure with a regula 
twenty-six million dollar oil royalty check every quarter for her black gold dlvi 
dend rights during the middle of the Great Depression (or was it a monthly check? 
All of that high finance was out of my league, way out in left field, far from my 
depth). She even owned her own individual private natural gas well piped right 
into her two-story log cabin house, Mrs. Humphreys still lived *n the same old 
frontier home her great-grandparents had built during early Texas pioneer days; 
she had been born in that pleasant ola place, too, and intended to die there as 
*ell — twas a good tiling that her ancestors had constructed a large dora^cle or els 
sne would appear as white-trash on all that vast landed holdings of hers. That 
frugal Mrs. Humphreys liked my old Uncle Scotty a lot; they were both true-blue 
hard-working characters, bosom buddies so to speak if you could Imagine such an 
intimate th*ng as their being pla tonic kinored souls finding each other in the 
Back Woods. They were made out of the same eccentric mold of hard work, these two 
of-a-kind misers wUh high pockets cut deep and connected by their mutual money 
strings. They were Kind of l<ice economic Siamese twins joined by the dollar sign 
of life to their savings bank account. But old lady Humphreys was more of a spend 
thrift than old Unk of mine ever was. bfss. Humphreys at least once in her long 
stingy-gut life-time spent money like a drunk Indian when she bought a fleet of 
brand-new Cadillac automobiles to park up ana down her long driveway, just to sha 
off her Texas style proof of being r^ch and nv. oor like the local rumor mill 

had reported (Cadillacs by the dozen were the real proof of Texas big-rich back 
then in those depression auya 30 thut old lady had it all sewed-up in a bag for 
sure by putting the grapevine wags to rest wUh status symbols all over the place 
i%na old l^rs. Humphreys could not even drive any kind of car. 

The Humphreys wealth and influence d*d not stop in the Big Thicket territory 
A favorea aaughter named Kalita Humphreys haa been temp tea to explore the P^g 
upple limelight lure of Jtanty ale New York City Broadway glamour to become some 
Kind of stage-struck actress way back when. The Kalita namesake originally came 
from the Alabama-Coushatta Indian Chief Kalita so no scalping ever happened to 
the beirienuea pioneers in the early days Plney Woods Texas settlement. Thus 
Kalita Humphreys as one of twelve chUuren Hved-up to her proud heritage stock 
v I*I? g the chief-one or foremost when she finally returned to Texas from New 
York City's Broadway theatres to establish the first little theatre training 
group in Texas, now named Dallas Theatre Center. *11 that immense backwoods 

?? n ? lly brou « ht SOLie big-time cultural edification to Texas. Well I know 
all this low-down first-hand news on the Humphreys family besides being small 
town neighbors because we are all branch-water k<n; we are thus all sort of doubl 
tin s<nce Sherwin Winniford's mother Lula Lane V/iggs Winniford <s related to the 
Humphreys plus a Taylor cousin had married John Wesley Hardin. Everybody wants to 
claim kin to rich fol^s, or so it seems, be-ceuse sane of the filthy lucre just 
might rub-off on us poor envious souls. But the good-book Bible lessons tell us 
that It is easier for a camel to go through the eye of a needle than a rich man 
to enter the pearly gates of Heaven, so some ueep aark secret sins must be hiaden 
to have gotten all that wealth (yet, some strict Fundamentalist Bible thumpers 
pointed-out that Mrs. Humphreys technically wasn't a man so her wealth would not 
Keep her out of the heavenly portals after all). Now-a-days, big money is all tha 
really counts in high society churches to buy respectability from a sinning spree 
And that ^s one sinful alsease that most people want to catch real fast; moneyitii 
Is the malady of the masses. Money! tis will cause good guys to aot in any fashion 
to gain possession of it. B^rthr^ght inheritance like the Humphreys *e indeed tne 
best way to get r^ch since the sins of getting the ill-gotten goods aren't your 
concern. The heirs to a big fortune always glorify or exaggerate the goodly trait 
of the*r aear dead rich ancestors. 
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Rich folks abounded all over the Big Thicket t ^ter lands even during the 
Great Depression but mainly through the divine providence of inheritance as all 
the good God Tearing folks quickly po*nted-out on the defensive. My young niece 
Loretta Muckey was not one of the chosen few but she was the step-daughter to a 
mighty powerful wealthy man so she stood a good chance to meet all the uppity 
rich folks easily on a casual but proper social level. Well, young Loretta {rrew 
up fast, maturing into a real looker for sure and thus naturally married a local 
moneybags romeo named Raymond Cesna. Now, she played her cards just r^ght 1n get- 
ting married Into a mighty stingy family; they were rich but not as wealthy as 
the Humphreys. i£ven the rich have a pecking order in the hierachy of money mat- 
ters* Loretta played Jokes on us all as a matter of course, just to provide hon- 
est clean fun that was home-made to pass the t<uie on dull rainy days before tele- 
vision and good radio soap operas (all of us old t*mey home-folks knew how to 
take a jo*e wnen we were the butt of it all). Most of us local yokels knew how 
to be a good sport when the "who-rawl ng" funning around got the best of us, or 
at least we did not let the shocking shame of It all show in public, anyway, my 
h^gh stepping niece Loretta played a master stroke joke on her stingy-gut r*ch 
in-laws soon after they had kept riding her frame so much about spending too 
much money on movie magazines ana fingernail polish. Her husband's parents owned 
an oil field or two but spent very of 1 t as they l*ked to brag; they were Just 
liice my old Uncle Scotty, all of them being so frugal to keep all the wealth to 
themselves as long as possible. All the rich families knew each other well and 
liked to compare tneir parsimonous ways to each other's stingy shenagins to see 
if they could "out-frugal" each other. But newcomer Loretta got the best of them 
one time at least, and her prize prank was Jui;t my kind of tomfollery. although 
1n similarity to the rich folk* kind of quiet fun, Loretta 1 a Jaunty antic vms 
like comparing gravel to gourds at a vegetable market bazaar. 

Loretta's bizarre impish sort of fun speaks for itself. Loretta Mockey Cesna 
really Knew how to get her licks in to get even with her own way of having qu<et 
Oracker Jack funning around. That niece of mine was a real live stump off the old 
family log when she bougnt a Cracker Jack Box and got a prize crystal glass soli- 
taire ring so she quickly proceeded to pass it off as the real thing to her back- 
woods in-laws one day wnen she conveniently returned from Houston town, saying 
that she had charged it as an expensive gift to herself at Corrigan's Jewelers. 
Those penurious old folks nearly had a hissey fit; they disowned her then and 
there right on the spot, und that big knock down-drag-out argument led to the 
legal grounds for divorce. And the brother Bowman or Bo Cesna could not convince 
the old folks of the rawhidlng joke so his peace-making role as a Bible scholar 
did not allow him to inherit the world arter-all. And besides Loretta was s<ck- 
and-tired of their miserly ways when they actually could live much better as she 
so well knew; this joshing gag backfired on Loretta and she did not give a flip. 
Vi thusly had us a real live soap opera go<ng-on everyday in that town because 
of Loretta's droll sense of humor and need to liven-up a dead dullard world. We 
d d not need the rad^o or newspaper comics to entertain us in the B1g Thicket; 
we had the real thing of live human drama coming our way each day on the edge* of 
the Big Thicicet forestlanus. The good folks of the B<g Ticket were characters 
enough for the local scenario or entertaining screenplay. 

^nter talnment had to be made by each person back then so we made the most 
lun all tne better when it Just happened natural l<ke. Personal contact made the 
best impression on us folks in the Big picket; we could all best relate to place 
names and local people that we best knew— that's why gossip travelled so fast and 
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got circulated the very same day that it happened. Not even current events could 
get spread around like manure about the personal dirt on local folks. You see 
newspapers ana radio were foreign events to the B1g Thicket folks. National or 
current vborld events ofton got waylayed In the Big thicket's own wire service 
spo&en bulletins that were more post haste or better than mail delivery ever 
could be by some oral juicy gossip on a well-known local character. The local 
yokel gentry just did not believe outsiders would tell the whole truth on them 
so word-of -mouth was preferred to some far fetched data. Folks even talked facts 
about elections ana politics in general only as they applied to them personally, 
not from outsiae sources. The real iacts coula take years to get circulated so 
local gossip was the best 1n demand. As I said before, some folks still thought 
that Abe Lincoln was still alive; well, these same local hayseed rubes as the 
city slickers called us would argue or bad mouth us t*ll the cows came home dry 
that they were correct and that we were dead wrong, never them being mistaken. 
Some of the Jayhawk yahoos were even yet avoiding the Confederacy army draft afte 
all these decades (even young men today are on the run like their dads or grand- 
paws before them from the Confederate army days— old way3 die hard here). Ti s no 
wonder that the mouern world rejects th« s place try refusing to talk sense to us. 
No modern conveniences of electricity or telephones had yet reached all over the 
B1g Thictcet forestlands. Kven Sheriff Victor Shauberger f s home was a one-eyed 
monstraclty to the local rustics as well as myself; his house was a revolutionary 
circular showplace— f oiks sale he had to have round chairs and beds stuck in 
every nook and cranny. The idea of a glass house was st<ll too m^nd boggling to 
consider as truth as one minister preached against such eccentric liberal use of 
God f s trees 1n this fashion. Now, that 13 being b:;ckwoodsey for sure by anyone's 
standards of behavior. And that ia thu truth or I MV4T ypoke it about 8006 of 
my fine good neighbors 1n the Big Thicket. 

Truth was my longsun for sure. I had rather tell the absolute true facts 
than make-up a better long tall tale story. Truthful fun never can hurt anyone 
like me, though. I had rather entertain folks w 4 th a spruced-up wild country tale 
than spread gossip In the rumor ^111 pipeline like some of my own good relatives 
do. Just 11 Ke my old coon nogs Bosco and Kosco being forever lost is not a far 
fetched or broad faced lie on my part, only a white washed truth to hold the at- 
tention while I spread the truth around. In fact, 1 was only a fair-to-midland 
coon hunter. And my coon dogs were only the run of the iu^II good hunting dogs. 

Another coon dog hunter in the Big Thicket folk lore was Charles Marlowe 
Green. Charley Mar ley as we called that bear of a man who Hked to hunt coons 
better than me really knew his way around these parts. He knew every step of the 
way in those big woods like the back of h<s hand. Charley liar ley hunted for more 
than the mere sport of the kill; he sold pelts and even wore a coon skin can 
11 Ke James Bowie or Daniel Boone and all the rest of the original settlers of 
wilderness country in this great country of ours. Coons look much like regular 
Kitty cats. And my daughter Lynna Lstelle had a kitty cat named Nosey Lee who 
looked exactly like a small coon herself. That feline got her name honestly from 
being so 1nqu1sitve to go everywhere the action went, even on the scent of my 
hunting dogs. Nosey Lee nearly got shot dead more than once by those big white 
hunters in the Big Thicket forestlands. 

Nosey Lee was a beauty of a cat, being Persian ana all that long hair stuff. 
Nosey Lee was also a true character of the local animal kingdom wi th unusual loya 
talents. That kitty cat saved our small children many a time from getting snake 
bit by one of the many poisonous species that roamed the local terrain. Her pussy 
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cat instincts charmed those rattlesnakes right out of the^r jl*ther 4 ng sk<n. And 
I don't mean charming hospitality like a Southern Belle Scarlette O'Hara to a 
Rhett Butler type with arippy sweet talking eHher, That. Kitty cat could stare 
a copperhead snake aown to nothing flat by twitching her ta*l to keep the reptile 
from hypnotizing her, No3ey Lee would ever so* slowly move <n a c 4 rcle around any 
and every coiled snake as its heady hissing tongue came out; we usually went run- 
ning to chop the head off those venomous serpents* Y/e kept an axe and a hoe at 
every corner of the house as well as at every doorway of the out-build*ngs. Cop- 
perheads, rattlesnakes and water moccasins were the typical run of the mill viper 
in this neck of the woods. But really big mean poisonous serpents also came on 
banana boats from South America up the Houston Snip Channel along the San Jacinto 
mounument. Deadly stinging snakes from South of the border got off the boat 
regular as you please like clock work along the chunnel all tne time; we killed 
lots of those mean stingers; a hoe bounced like a rubber ball off those thick 
hiaes ana that is when the sharp axe came in handy— had to be careful of the chop 
ped off heads because the fangs could still bite ana kill you. A snaKc does not 
die until sundown even after it has been hacked to smi thereens— now, that 1s not 
a liar's tali tale for sure let me tell you. Snakes are a normal part of life in 
South £ast Texas. 

Snakes live everywhere, even up in trees* They have a reptile good time fal- 
ling down on unsuspecting folks walking through the trees minding their own 
gooa business If you can imagine that. Snakes mate by coupling into a ball and 
just rolling around like a used automobile tire. Serpents copulate by rolling 
down the aitches or anyother place they like. J try to stay clean of those reptil 
good tiroes, oven wntchln*/ can tiu drintfrroim to your boalth. boon] r<ilkn nil know 
to avoid all snaices as much as possible. Thus snake proof fencing became the rage 
when some high powered salesman came along with a silly gimmick that so many r<ch 
folics bought as a genuine line. That same salesman must have been the very same 
guy who sola Iceboxes to Alaska fcsklmoos. Anyway, I got his go^t one day when he 
was not looking but that 1s another story about the super-duper salesman who sold 
the golden fleece idea of snake-proof fences to the rich folks of the Big Thicket 
Thus, another status symbol was to have these fancy snake-proof fences; a mesh 
wire was built into the bottom third portion of the chain length fencing. But a 
serpent can entwine itself over and beyond the confines of a wall wHh the great- 
est of ease so a wire fence 1s easy as pie climbing. Snakes just go anywhere they 
want to gol Wealthy folks fell ror the 11 ne, hook line and sinker too. They were 
grasping at straws and rich folks seemed to think they could buy the*r way out 
of snake purgatory as we called th*s hellaclous part of the big wide Texas world. 

Snake trees do inaeed exist. A bushy tree with low hanging l 4 mbs provide the 
best home for an airborne snake. They like to lie high up ana look down on things 
when they can. Snakes will pounce aown on unsuspecting souls Just for the fun of 
it all, too. But mostly a tree provides a good place to land an easy meal ticket 
on an innocent rodent or nest of bird eggs. Old logs also provide good breeding 
grounds for serpents. They lay their eggs *n a safe place, even swallowing the 4 r 
young to transport the little snake-ettes as my little girl Lynna E3telle called 
those critters. Snake trees usually have a lot of ivy hanging down as an entice- 
ment of leisure pleasure beckoning like the Garden of Eden with its snake in the 
grass. I knew which trees to avoid since I worked for my brother-in-law Vic 
Shauberger's lumber mill. 

Tne biggest and the best trees in the world grow 1n the B1g Thicket for sure 
but the biggest trees have never been seen or cut in the Big Thicket forest be- 
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cause or being protected from harm by oraer or tne High Sheriff h<inself. Ole Vic 
savea the beat growth as a sucred ttoauceat to God's handiwork. The best trees are 
thusly savea ror some distant future need *r anyone toaay knows where to go 
searching ror the really big f<ne trees. All the underbrush Keeps the easy view 
hidden from seeing the prime tr^es. Thus, you literally can f t see the whole for- 
est for the trees as the old adage goes in the Big fhicket Forest. Really had 
to shake a leg to lMad the best trees on your own or get-up early 1n the morning 
to beat me there. 1 protected boss Victor f s favorite property from abusive over- 
cutting. Uy brotner-in-law the sheriff owned several saw mills so he possessed 
some of the tallest ana best trees in the whole world. But those famous really 
tall Texas trees never get cut down; we were all afraid to cut tne truly large 
trees that Victor Shauberger owned. No one wanted to rip h*s drawers w<th the 
big bos3 employer of the Big Thicket. Victor would be off anyone for life l*ke 
a wet shirt if you aid him wrong. I wor*ea ror Victor and packed out the ones to 
cut so I do know where all the really good sturf is located. Now, T would never 
tell a lie about those fine tall trees. 

The really large trees were so big around yoa could never get through walk- 
ing or measuring them; it was easier to fall off a log backwards than to cut a 
new tree down. And some trees were so thick that you could ne\ur walk to the^r 
end— at least I never walked to their ena. Some trees were so tall that you could 
not see the tops on the clearest of aays. All of these tallest of Big Thicket 
forest trees were definitely too big to risk cutting down so that <s really why 
tney survived to this day for the telling of this tale. Those really tall trees 
would have fallen half way around the world, 7 am sure; and thus they would have 
crushed too many cities to u pulp. 3 bad luurned my lesson with thut big true 
years ago that fell all the way to New York CUy at Christmas t<me. We want to 
keep all the good yankees alive and happy or snug as a bug *n a rug selling them 
our Texas oil to keep warm 1n the sever cold winters up there <n the snowy north- 
east. I feel sorry for tnem not being able to live <n Texas 11 Ke all of us bless- 
ed folks down here. But then the whole world would crowd us lucky rew Texans into 
oblivion if they all suddenly got the word to invaae Texas as the perfect place 
to live or the best resort land or this goou green earth- 
South Texas is the perfect year rouna resort area. The snowbirds from yan- 
keeland already flock to our wild winter funland in the ruby red grapefruit 
tropical citrus valley. l'.y wife^ family has had a big handed finder <n the 
economic pie of development in Texas. My sweetheart wife Miss Ella has a cousin 
named Robert Kills who helped develop the ruby red grapefruit industry in his 
adopted oomauter Texan status state of being. Cousin Robert Ellis lived all his 
lire on the old Sills family founued plantation near Florence, Alabama from 
whence numerous Texas Ellis descendants hailed, especially the kinsmen Wei cum 
Wilson clan whose grande sire Stewart V/ilson had married an Ellis relative prior 
to the large family wagon train moving to Texas. Whole families settled into un- 
known territory together so not all cutthroats on the lam came to wilderness 
Texas as the mass media would have tell. Texas is a place for all types of folks, 
as it always has been— now, that Is the bad and ugly of It all. And that 1s the 
nonest to Gou Texas truth if J ever told it. 

Tne Texas truth is bigger than all outdoors of other states. The power of 
the blunt truth can be worse than a Texas tornado; it devestates everything in 
its path. And that kind or rorceful truth was what my little boy used on folks 
in his innocent sweet acting way. Tornauoes have always followed 1n my footsteps 
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so tis no wonder that my little son was a stormy truthsayer wHh dangerous con- 
sequences for everyone in ear shot. My little boy delisted 1n telling the whole 
gory truth like a storm trooper going into war torn territory with full verbal 
ammunition; little Bobby especially used the truth squad tactics on local preach- 
ers by telling Just how the cow ate the cabbage so to speak. Choice tidb<ts of 
the little boy Taylor Tactics can best be shown by direct quotes only, "Method -1st 
are so broad minded acting that you can feea them any line like a catfish on a 
tow line with the magic buz word Christen 1n U to catch their future member- 
ship drive list so they can merge with other churches to gain bigger church rolls 
ana Baptists are so hard snell that they see no evil or harm in what each other 
does to fellow members— can 1 1 fall from grace once saved so any dastardly deed 
will do to spread their influence in politics by preaching from the pulpit exact- 
ly now to vote even though separation of church and state is expected of all 
other groups." When my little son got 0:1 a roll, ke kept go* ng headstrong or bent 
for hell as one sulking minister put it. "Church of Christ could sleep most mem- 
bers to a bed during a protracted revival meeting because they are so narrow mind 
ed. And the smallest circle of folks in heaven is the Church of Chr<sters who 
think they are the only ones there." *nd my boy liked those religions; you should 
have heard him when he was on an angry tear I My little boy used his dry brand 
of joices to speak his mind and tell the hard truth. 

Folks just naturally avoided our truthful son like the plague so we finally 
decided to move from the edge of the Big i'hicket near Hardin. V.e also decided to 
move because we got a big nuage from the local gentry who don f t put-up with new- 
comers very long. Folks get mean real fast when tola the whole truth in public. 
The local gentry of ill jorts drove thoir wild cuttle down the town atruots from 
one section of grazing to another section of graze land. Thus, the cattle would 
mosey wnereever they pleased. Brahman bulls were the speciality of all the local 
breeds that coula survive the long hot sum&ers and tnen the bitter cold of the 
winters; the bulls hau a big humped back like camels when seen from a distance, 
kiy little boy called them humpers; those silvery gray creatures humped all over 
the place, too, according to my son. The Brahmin cows were not so bad to leave 
a herd when being arive down the streets unless a calf got separated or lost. But 
a full g£pwn Brahman bull was ornery as all get-out, let me tell you. My son cal- 
led them Brahmer-huiapers^also. This breed of cattle in the Texas Big ±h 4 cket was 
bigger and meaner than anywhere else In the whole world. Brahmer bulls had an eye 
for my boy, just like they haa been instructed to terrorize that little boy; my 
little son feared those humpefs more than anything else J ever saw him avoid on 
purpose (my son aid not fear the dark or mind go*ng down scarey trails in the 
Big Iftli cicet woodlands, and bad barkia^ dogs just hushed when he went over to pet 
or stroke their bellowering heads). But my boy Kept his distance from those oig 
off-white humpers. Well, anyway, one morning early at about daybreak a herd of 
Brahmers were being driven past the house; we had installed a ten foot fence alon, 
the front boundary tne year before when a bull had tromped across the long front 
porch and butted-out a whole window pane. On this early morn day, a really fiesty 
Brahmer bull jumped our ten foot tall stockade fence flat footed when he saw my 
little boy, like" on cue that Bull went after my little truth sayer as if having 
been hired bythe local preachers. A brahman bull was well-known for jumping a tal 
fence when fancied by a seasoned cow on the far other side. And that's no bull, 
no cock ana bull story for sure. The ministers's morning coffee-clutch-break at 
the local cafe was pleased as punch about that story to relate. One or two of the 
preachers almost deciaea that my little boy was half human to be afraid of some- 
thing at long last s^nce they feared his truth doses. 
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The truth of the cotter about those Brahiner bulls was they they smelled fear 
and just Instinctively Knew to charge the lightly held terr 4 tory where my boy 
cowered from the^r deadly eyeballing stare. Oddly enough, he feared only that 
wnitesh breed of cattle since ne never had seen one till we moved to the edge of 
the Big ThlcKet. We always owned livestock and hau them nearby. My boy was born 
with the cnollc and was allergic to cow's milk till he was almost three years old. 
Thus, we had a nanny goat for his daily fresh milk (refrigerators and 1ce boxes 
were not easy to maintain In the countryside so fresh foods daily had to be pro- 
vided ) • 

But some daily early morning good things did happen when the cattle drives 
took the Brahmers passed our house. One morning early at breakfast time for my 
little son, a brahmer cow *Uh no little calf trotted up to the gate of our cyc- 
lone fence enclosed yard; we d1a not have any fresh m^lk for h^s breakfast cereal 
for that little kid of mine so that mother cow s^dled-up to the wire fenced part 
to poice her teats right into his hungry face; little Bobby suckled that nanny 
pretty as you please. That Brahmer cow just looked at my flaxon hatred son and 
thought his albino curls ana pitiTul hungry coweyes were a lot like one of those 
little bar Iff era so those icinared souls met on common ground to feed my son his 
corning milk, now that was a true-blue milch cow if I ever saw one. Now, this is 
tne God's honest truth or else my sweetheert wife Mi ss Ella woula be rolling her 
eyes heavenward like a Los Vegas pinball machine going full t^ It 1n forceful 
circles. I'y wife Miss Ella keeps me truthful because she can't pretend to Ignore 
my telling tall tales; it shows on her face what she is thinking. 

You got another thunk coming If you think that T would ever displease my 
sweetheart Miss Ella for long. But I did have to be myself or be my own person. 
She aid not henpeck me for lon^ about telling my stories. That Brahmer cow tale 
1s no yarn for sure. Another barnyard tale has to do with the nanny goat that 
we icept as stable stock for the milk supply to feed our baby boy the early 
wee hours of his infant aays. Wall, that dang nanny goat became a permanent fix- 
ture around the place, more of a pet than a mere milker. Pet names had to be 
given to all the animals. The nanny goat was named Shebagoatah. 

The nanny Shebagoatah had the run of the place; she could jump on top of a 
low nanging roof top anu walk pretty as you please all along the slope of the 
gable, li*e being on a mountain top slope for 3ure. liy boy liked h<s milk fresh 
or luke warm, not refrigerated like some squalling kids today prefer. The cholic 
just up and got cured all by Uself by age three unless the goat's ml lk done Us 
job of curing the boy. Vkell, my little son was allergic to his mother's milk as 
well as cow's milk originally so the goat was our only alternative (formula bottl 
milk had ruined my daughter's teeth so we avoided the false substitute ana thus 
usea only the real thing for our baby boy). *>s an infant, the cow's milk would 
curdle on his cast Iron stomack and all you realty good di ng-dong-dadd* es know 
what happens to curdlea milk on babies! It goes upchuck right on us later when 
we are about to leave all dressed up for work when we hug the little cuss all 
full of goodbyes; my boy could puke a blue streak on a nice clean sh^rt. Even 
my son rolled h* s own cow eyes when regurgitated results messed me up good w 4 th 
the smelly vomH. Those were the goon old days, best not remembered or repeated. 

Good times are made to happen or at least the attitude for positive accept- 
ance maices the good times flow easier. My sweetheart wife Miss Ella had a very 
positive attitude about whatever life brought her way; she laughed a lot and 
seemed very happy indeed when aggravating tnlngs happened the most of ton. *fU, 
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that ornery nanny goat had a clever mind or hor own; she didn't get milked unless 
she wanted to be. One morning early at daybreak, we needed just enough fresh 
nanny ml lk ror my little boy to quince ti A s thristy hunger (little Bobby boy would 
get up during the night to or ink the <cebox m 4 lk so It would all be gone at dawn 
when the hungri as really do hit a growing boy). Naturally, M1ss Ella my sweethear 
wire went to milk that persnickety nanny coat herself. You know, it took all of 
us Taylors to get one mea3ley cup or milk from that ornery goat. 

That fiesty nanny goat jumped on top of the milk shed that was twenty feet 
long and just barely heaa high to require bowing the cranium before entering. 
That nanny goat ran from end to end just out or reach from out-stretched arms 
with a milling pail. I shook a big hickory stick at that carousing goat to make 
her run from the far end back again toward my w1fe*s out-3tr etched arms. A few 
cnolce name-calling tirades also seemed appropriate for the exhausting situation. 
But I was thankful that this Shebagoatah milki ng-machi ne-on-the-run was not on 
the ground or else we would have pranced all over the Texas terrain liice an army 
on the offensive. My wife ana two chi laren .plus myself pursued that nanny goat 
back ana forth, just out of arm f s reach, liKe some weird game of chance in the 
favor of the goat. Yet my uisgustea cadre remalnea deli gent and untiring. We in- 
tended to win If 1t took the rest of our lives. And a lifetime just might be re- 
quired to wear down that jumping Shebagoatah. 

Tne goat was in the cat-bird's seat for sure ana was having fun calling the 
shots of our early morniiv anguish. I was getting mean and ugly enough to go get 
my shotgun to shoot the hell out of that damned goat. And I meant business too. 
Juut at that doolalvu moiDuiit, my Wife fnully got hold of a dangling tout. 

That danged goat dangled her baggy toat and my wife on the edge or eternUy 
for the next half-hour that seemed to last a lifetime. Miss Ella held on for dear 
life— the dear life or that goat was at steak since I was still eyeing my shot- 
gun for sure. Then, my daughter Lynna astelle began carrying a bucket to catch 
a wayward stream or two at a time of spewing milk when it did finally spurt out 
while running pell me 11 bacK and forth. Little Bobby boy was there Jumping up and 
down like he had to wee-wee or something worse. Sometimes, milk would squirt onto 
his anguished face and open lips from that fast moving teat of that ornery nanny 
goat. To this day, seeing a container of goat 9 s milk reminds me of the day ole 
Shebagoatah ran away on the roof tops while we tried to milk her. Life was never 
dull or tedjious as the old timers would say back in tnose aark ages days. 

Those good ola aays or long years living on the edge of the B1g Thicket for- 
est was indeed never a duLl moment. I would never have the strength again to en- 
joy doing all those same old things again If 1 could go back in time and place. 
1 experienced all this tomroolery just to put food on the table— why else would 
I keep a cavorting Shebagoatah nanny after that episode on the roof tops! 

Fooa was indeed for the taking in the Big ThicKet forest lands. But only the 
strong of heart and heardy could survive the tribulations of obtaining the choice 
table fare. Coon stew and 0' possum soup got mighty tiresome on the palate. Thus, 
I resorted to the blue skies to obtain a unique meal. I used my shotgun to obtain 
some blackbird meat. Blackbird pie tastes not so bad if you are starved and got 
nothing else to eat. My family was hungry for something different from coon stew 
so I was not a country bumpkin or local yokel nayseed just killing birds for a 
pie — we were hungry. We even used small ball bearings to make our own shot for the 
gun. Ha ole homefoljcs were resourceful. My children collected the ball bearings 
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when they round 11/cely materials Tor such use; those young* ns always were on the 
eye balling alert Tor waaaing and 3uch things, My children also rolled cigarettes 
for me. An old Camel pacx was used to stuff the homemade cigges 4 nto-»they thought 
the pretty picture on the package was the best one to use for me in public. Those 
two youngins of mine also sold rolled cigarettes to' others at the general store. 
My little boy coula Tola the cigarette papers ana pour the tobacco easy as a 
whistle without spilling a smidgeon ana then lick the paper to seal the papers 
like glue. And then stuff tne ciggees into the store bought pack. I even felt 
rich using those cigarettes when in public. All my children's good traits came 
from tne teachings of their deli gent mother Miss Ella. 3 would never have had the 
patience to make such good citizens out of them as my wife did. 

Good citizenship was the main concern of the folks <n the Big Thicket; the 
schools were carefully monitored by the local PTA. Now, tbifl Parent Teachers 
Association membership quietly investigated all the teachers and kept close tabs 
on their personal lives. Mostly ola maids taught school back then. Those old gals 
had nothing better to do than marK papers and take out their personal frustration* 
or suppressive lifestyle on the mean k<ds. Bad Kias really ^ot the'r ire worked 
out of them. Those dried-up old maids really knew how to intimidate lazy mean 
students. A spinster teacher took it as a personal affront when a lesson was not 
learned by rote. Those schoolmarms of olaen uays, not so long ago when the teach- 
ing profession belonged to the unmarried ladies, did a good job of imparting the 
necessary knowledge for the young to run societal institutions, so unlike today's 
functional illiterates who are in control of things* Uy Children had the same 
dedicated Kind of teachers as I had in Commerce town; teachers used to be made 
from the same mold; they stomped out ignorance like dancing on an army of invad- 
ing cockroaches— every schnook learned or else as any dolt soon regretted messing 
with an ola maid's mild manner turned vicious. School was a place for learning, 
not a social experience. 

The Schoolhouse was a place to learn citizenship and thus know how to fit 
into society. My chiluren did well enough, especially Little Miss Lynna who earn- 
ed all A's on the report cards. A long walic home was good to keep the blood cir- 
culation going really nice. But tne way nome y.as not without risk even in those 
pristine aays. A Billy Goat chased my little girl home more than once. Billygoat 
Sruff was the name given to that wild an*mal # 

Wild cattle roamed the countryside back in those days without fear of be 4 ng 
stolen. Seemed that the mean old louts a^a not fear theft since they were the 
bad SOB's themselves. Well, *V tomboy uau<;hter Lynna Kstelle got chased walking 
nome from school b a big Brahman bull or humpers as my son called them. That 
mean Brahmer bull chasea my daughter and her friend Joyce Davis till the two g 4 rls 
reached a billboard; those gals stayeu for hours on top of that sign post till 
J came along. Joyce Davis's mother was post mistress at the train stop where she 
put the mail in a sacK on the signal post for the train to hook it off while 
speeding ever so fast through th A s wnistle stop place called Hardin. And that 
wording mom was ahead of her time ana thus did not have time of day to go checking 
on domestic ills of the school g 4 rls so those bullied gals really were up a creek 
with a piddley paddle till 1 found their screaming souls in the tree tops on that 
tallest of sign posts. Like 7 said, the Big Thicket was never a dull moment. And 
it was a gooa place to get lost for life 

Life was not boring ever, in those depression days. But that place was full 
of constant trials and tribulations. I could debate tne proa and cons line the 
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proverbial angels dancing on the pinhead of a needle, J liked all the people and 
hard times Of those years in that place because they was all that I had ana thus 
had no choice. 2 just took what the times dished out without much thought to what 
could have been happening If I had been wealthy or whatever ..... The Big Thicket 
wetlands gave us lots or natural disasters to keep our eyes peeled on the QT for. 
Tne swamps were full of alligators and stalking panthers plus all the poisonous 
snakes; all these natural elements were there to eat you alive, yet the most 
beautiful wild orchids in continental America grow there like a ladie f s slipper 
on uisplay as part of Mother Nature's better efforts for public enjoyment. But 
our family had to move out of the Big Thi cKet loveliness because of the snakes. 
My little boy kept playing outside as boys will be boys to do; he kept riding 
his tricycle over a stick that kept jumping up to bump hi 3 tires or so my son 
said; it was a groundrattler that our Kitty cat Nosey Lee quickly ran to the 
rescue to kill or cnarm the pants off Wj th her evil eye hypnotic spell. That cat 
could certainly get more than your tongue with her stare. She saved that boy^ 
life a uozen times a day so my sweetheart wife Miss Ella was nearly a nervous 
wreck worrying about would-be snake bUes that luckily never happened. And I lov- 
ed my poor Texas-broke heiress wire too much to see her consternation of quiet 
desperation even among the primevlal forest beauty of the B*g Thicket. But even 
to this day when 3 see a twig move underfoot, 1 can't help but think about the 
ground-rat tiers that looked 11 Ke a stick. And I was not selfish enough to insist 
on staying at Hardin near the place my good coon dogs left and might someday re- 
turn to find me. But a good coon dog could sniff out the owner 11 ke me anywhere 
1n this big state of Texas. All good things must end so we moved away from Hardin 
when the last straw finally happened. 

The last straw was when my daughter got h^ad lice in her new cap. All the 
girls wanted to wear or try-on her toboggan cap. The nits of her ha^r kept the 
eggs hatcning out for months on end. No one nearby seemed to mind the itch 4 ng 
since that was normal for them. The cost for a good medicine was outrageous so 
we just used sheep-d1p on my children; that cured the problem immediately. This 
kind of accepted filth by the local populace made us move out and far away. We 
amoved to another nearer Job-filled Houston suburb. Channelview was our next 
home destination. 

Our next home stop in Channelview was not a big city location back then. 
The deep woods came to our back door. We were directly across the channel from 
San Jacinto monument; the lone star top could easily be seen from the bedroom 
window. But I was down in the dumps for leaving Hardin and all my high faluting 
relatives. 2wy big sister Opal Shauberger was a joy to watch coming and go 4 ng in 
high style as national president of the ladies' 0 auxiliary to the Woodman of the 
World Circle plus being listed <n WO'S WIO OK AMERICAN WOMEN. 1 missed all the 
glamour of the social life circuit. But I still had a sister nearby; Lissie 
Taylor Love was a widow woman as the local boys commented so of ton wHft her ten 
cniluren to raise; thus, no one tried to marry her with all those mouths to feed. 

All those mouths to feed was like a cadre force at the dinner table. 7n 
those days, dinner was the noon meal and supper was the night feast. We made 
everyone sit still while eating because moving around would require more food to 
fill, like a sack of potatoes gets shook to make it hold more, so the squirming 
children would take more eats to get satisfied. Us parents had to cover all the 
bases when money is short. My Llssy-klssey as my son called his favorite aunt was 
really blessed with the problem of feeding a herd of youngins. We all just did 
our best to get through each day without killing ourselves. 
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Putting groceries on the table was the main concern back then for my sister 
Lissie Love. Her Tour olaest sons were rough as a boot and helped earn a living* 
^ack and R.C. (Cola bud as we called h*m) could back a semi-truck straight as an 
arrow aown a long alley with hardly a glance out the window; then, Ray Love began 
his own truck line as a desperation to earn some big bucks. But for now in th<s 
Sreat Depression that was a training ground for frugal survival we parents had 
to feed our families. Lissie had two sets of twins among her brood of ten* She 
owned her own downtown diner for a spell. At least that put food on the table for 
the gang but the oldest helped-out and also got necessary pocket money from the 
cash register all along as needed. The boys told Lissie each night that the sum 
was used for personal needs. That economic practice put her out of business A n no 
time flat. Her husband bud Love was killed in a train wreck and she had her tw<n 
sons that same season when the Depression began so Lissie's life was full of 
tragic events^ at one time, T even helped operate the diner or at least tried to 
help corral those blustering boys; they needed a daddy better than me, Lissie's 
sons always helped her; they never ne^lectqd the other siblings even when married. 
Love was what bound us all together was the favorite epithet of all us k^nfolks. 

Kinfolks can be a caution to some families. But not to us loving Taylors. 
The head lice showed up again for the second infestation before we moved; the 
pretty winter cap had larvae eggs in the woolen rubric so we had to burn <t after 
combing the nits for the umpteenth time. Again, the sheep dip did the tr<ck. 
Parents of the infested Kius aa 4 a <t wm, only a phase and that God would cure 
them when it was time; everything in this world was predestined by God and man- 
kind would be aoing an evil deed to mesa w< th Goa's work. We never returned to 
the uoors of tnut anti -Cnr 1 ul Church alter tlmt ii'lly superfluous ruumrk. Huul 
Texuns know tnat God nelps tnoae who help themselves, especially in workbrittle 
Texas. 

Channelview, Texas was our kina of town. We suddenly lived among a nest of 
kinfolks afterall. Lissie and her children lived down the road. We rented the 
house Known as the Jonnson place where an Ordnance Plant gate now marks the spot 
of our old driveway entrance. The Johnson family was also kin to my wife's great- 
granomother Susan Johnson Rflnnlf OTd of St. Louis, Missouri before all of them 
settled into pioneer Texas, with their show-me state of being attitude helping 
to form the Texas brag syndrome statewide — now, that is the honest-to-God truth. 

Honest neighbors were plentiful as usual for my sweetheart wife Miss Ella. 
Her best friend ana good neighbor was Peggy iiichardson; they cooked up all sorts 
of gooa things ana fun schemes to do together. Those two hard workers sold pot 
plants they raised ana whatever else they could by the side of the road to earn 
food money during the Great Depression. Many local stingy-gut skinflints only 
stopped to look una baa mouth the whole enterprise; they saia the prices were 
high as cat f s bacic on everything at tno rouaside stand; jealous mossbacks think 
you should pay the:u to taKe the stuff off your hands since your things aren't 
worth selling in the first place. But the homegrown plants had the biggest appeal 
even though the local we&s declared our two-bit wares weren't worth over a plug- 
ged nicKel. Our big billboard or front door attraction sign had a slogan that 
got attention: v Our future is so bright that we have to wear eye shades. w This 
was indeed the great heart of the depression. We needed every dime we could r>et. 
My wife taught Peggy how to cultivate a green thumb; £ast Texas natives have a 
growing knack that other folks seldom have. My sweet wife Miss Ella once pulled 
a long Elm tree sapling limb to whip a devilish horse out of our vegetable garden 
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ana thus when her rage ended, my wU'e plopped down wHh a deep s<gh of verbal re- 
lief thut the fresh ellum switch stick being angrily grounded J nto the soft so 4 l 
should grow into a tree. Ana that r*cn Texas so^l took root of that spHt-ended 
sapling 11 tab of an Kim tree branch to grow into a nice sized Texas tree of decent 
report before we moved away from Channelview. Now, that Is a Texas sized green 
thumb for you. My wife Miss Ella could make anything crow real good and fast; t1s 
a pity she did not decide to grow a money tree w*th her stubborn streak, full of 
greenback hundred dollar bills for me to spend (see how greedy the prospect3 of 
big money can ma<ce a poor ole boy even like me start acting). But I would have got 
first dibs on those money tree greenbacks If such things had happened. But my wife 
tfiss Ella ana Peggy Kichardson dla sell lots of green money making plam s on the 
roadside leading to the refineries near Houston. 

The roadside l'ruU stand as most folks called such enterprises back then did 
well enough for the bad times to supplement our basic needs. We also sold bone- 
less bananas, /i big sign advertised our Texas sized specials of the day. And the 
truth of our blatant advertising was never doubted when we peeled a sample banana 
to show no bones of any sort Inside. J also made fc pyramidal shaped wooden case, 
with my carpenter skills that no one would hire, to sell roasted peanuts or 
parched gubbers by the small paper sack full. We did well enough and 1 soon sold 
the franchise name rights of my product Tom's Toasted Peanuts for one hundred 
dollars cash. But during the Great Depression of the 1929-1939 era that was l<ke 
a million dollars cash would be today. I^oney was scarce as hen's teeth back then, 
even the ricn people were poor as Jobe 's-turicey in that broke day. All the b*g 
money during flapper day3 circulation had just nearly stopped flowing so a few 
pennies would buy a great deal; adults coulu go to the movies for a nickel ana a 
err la ror two cents, ^ven U.S. postage stamps were only a penny when you could 
get one. Cash money was indeed at a premium so I was a big-h1 gh-u-muck-mogal back 
in those hard-luck days with a fast hundreu dollars cash in my grubby hands. My 
heiress wife's money was still in the faileu bank that her father owned and thus 
had lost his cash reserves; all the high and mighty noble cavalier Winniford 
family was poor now like the rest of the world. 

Poverty did not set well with the poor likes of my niece Elsie Taylor-W* nni- 
ford even though the family bank was long broke. Miss Elsie still spent mgney l*k< 
she had it all herself. Money did keep making a slow appearance by the twenty dol- 
lars just as the last penny disappearea at the V^nnlford Way homestead. The finan- 
cial aid came from tne high-stepping sister-in-law Miss Lynna V/inniford for whom 
my tomgirl Lynna E. Taylor was named. Miss Lynna came to the rescue of the econo- 
mic neeas of the whole family. Mj z Lynna haa gola coins buried in the old home- 
place storm cellar; the st.ash was in the vicinity of the hoaraed fortune saved 
from her grandmother's Confederate gun running days which boggled my broken-down 
way of thinking that 2,500 gold coins each worth twenty bucks at lace value. And 
my frugal mother-in-law also possessed an equal amount in a similar cache or hide- 
way. The family money hiaey-hole was the brick lined storm cellar that kept us 
all safe from the local tornadoes and now in the chips like nobody's business. 
u&lss Lynna dug them out when any family member needed a few uuty-free shackles 
ana shared equally, never to ask repayment which she certainly never got one red 
cent bacx either from the poor-likes of us money grabbers (gold co^ns were illeg- 
al tenuer now to possess so the kin felt Justified not to repay such a debt— the 
greed of good Christian ethics won a devil's e^ged meal on that one, some twisted 
redneck religion logic not to pay an honest debt I)* Paper money was not as good 
qs gold, let me tell you, as the failed bank stock holders learned the hard way. 
Of course, Mss ilsie uug-in like the good ole gold digger she always was. M« ss 
Elsie was rightly called Mi zeroua Elsie by tha darkies in the Holler ot Cmmeroe 
town and name-calling was tne only safe response behind her avenging back s<de; 
the local Blacits Knew her well and had her number ready to ring at a monent s 



notice, so to speak. M*zerous rilsle was true misery or hell on wheels when anyone 
got on her bad side and got 1n the path of one of her wild tear si 

Mizerous rilsie Taylor-W1 nni ford was a holy terror most of the t*me as was 
her earned reputation In the Commerce town N*^ger Holler ghetto. But she was a 
dancing fool at the concerts that family mus<c*an Sam W*nn*ford played. Be* ng 
big stuff at hi 8 finest v*ol*n playing contest events really gave that woman the 
big head. She was always on some Kind of local* zed rampage to p*ck somebody 's 
bones clean. Don't get me wrong; I loved that niece of m<ne like the b*g bad 
s* ster-1n-law she wa3. We just got along the way Mother Nature Intended, like 
cats and dogs. After all t blood was thicker than this watered-down vers* on of 
these family tales. All the rest of our whole delegation of klnfolks were not 
half the trouble as this one barracuaa Taylor-named ready-made aggravation was. 

All the other klnfolks would visit us aown *n the b*g Thicket wilderness 
just to get away from Ml zerous Elsie's v1c*ous tongue lashings. Some of the re- 
latives would visit us 1n the Big Th*cket just to see the sights anu of course 
to have someplace free to go during the haru time's depression. And all the ke* th 
or Kin also visited because the*r Aunt Opal Taylor Mackey Shauberger was big 
stuff as a club woman ana ner friendly husbana Victor Shauberger was high sheriff 
of Liberty County. This was the closest th*ng to a celebrity that some of our 
related v* si tors had to break the monotony of their dull t*mes at the old home- 
stead during the Great Depression, Even friends came to see as as un*nv<ted 
guests to pounce upon our front door unexpected. Old home week was what most 
folks used as a good excuse to stop over or get-together- suddenly; old home week 
was just anytime a few good buddies got together to rum*n*:ice the good old t<moo, 
11 Ke 1 um doing now about the Great Depression that surely was not the good ole 
t*mes. Thank God that most sojourners helped w*th the chores; folks d*d not ex- 
pect to be treated like some mighty potentate or high toned royalty. Just having 
the money to buy food war> the only real problem with a gang coming for dinner 
during those lean days. My hunting do^s would have been a godsent to catch a r*ne 
entree or appetizing feast. But those pitiful lost hounds were still deep in the 
Big Thicicet woods hunting the granddaddy of all coons to fit that Ironing board 
cover my sweet wife kiss Slla had laid before their sad eyes or so 1 continually 
tola all the visiting guests who would listen to my tale of woe. 

Coon meat would have been the table fare worth wait* ng for back then. But 
turtle soup was also good, and T did manage to get my quota of turtles to turn 
into free eats. Good cooter is what we ate— that Is down-home turtle soup as re- 
ferred to by some good ole boys. Most of our v*s*tors enjoyed hel*ng catch the 
prize tuble menue critters wh*ch was never a planned th*ng t*ll we had *t *n the 
bag literally. This necessary hunt provided entertainment at the same t*me so we 
were all happy as a clam. We sat around smudge pot fires and told joices or re- 
lated current events as we each knew them; no one had funds to buy a newspaper or 
could afford to buy a new battery to keep the wireless radio going dur*ng these 
hard times. The nightly fires helped to keep the inosqu*toes and knats away, even 
in the summer time; it was hot as blue-blazes to keep a fire go*og dur*ng the 
humia nights but the insect bites were worse hell. 

The worst thing that happened when family v* si ted always seemed to occur at 
night. The cover of darKness though can hide a lot of embarrassment. Our fat farm 
Kin that I mentioned much earlier still visited when they could get enough gaso- 
line money to tour the great expanse of Texas, which always seemed to be our 
place when it came time to bed down or eat a meal. Well, one night late those 
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fine plump cousins broke the beds down as fast as they climbed into them. And 
that was embarrassing beyond words to the family annals when my little truthful 
son Bobby got through telling all the gory details about those wild tales. They 
all left at day break without saying a word of goodbyes. Only the whole truth has 
been told now. Folks were pretty aesperate to v*s1t someplace when they stayed 
overnight the second time at our house during the Great Depression* 

Unwanted visitors could be a pain in the neck, whether family or no. We 
kept total strangers at bay from our place w< th a clever sign. We posted a b 4 g 
slgnboaru that stated: BHVAK £ OF BJiD DOG at the front gate. We had no dog at all, 
though, since my best coon hunting hounds were still lost in the deep woods. An 
eager salesman occasionally would ride right-up to our front door, all scared-l 4 k€ 
and holler out his half-raised car window; those brave druauaers or salesmen 
hawked Watkins products, Raleigh goods and the proverbial Fuller Brush man. No 
Avon lady ever came calling on us way out in that Texas wilderness countryside. 
But one wiseacre drummer sales type guy figured out that we had no mighty b 4 g 
baa dog at all, but he cautiously drove anyway into our yard ever so gingerly. 
That particular high-powered salesman unwittingly left his panel truck door open 
when he pranced upon our porch to show h 4 s macho bravery self to my wife M 4 ss 
211a. Well, while that cockscomb of a show-off displayed h*s wares to sell, our 
nanny goat Shebagoatah had climbed into his open doored vehicle ana was sitt 4 ng- 
up big-as-life behind the steering wheel looking out the windshield as it about 
to drive away or so pleased with herself for having set up housekeeping for life 
there. Shebagoatah was so proud of herself, for you could easily tell by the glint 
in her ornery eyes, 11 kc a supreme monarch posed high on a golden throne now be- 
coming a reigning old t 4 wiey Queon of Sheba, for whom our goat way thualy nuinod. 
And that nanny go<-t of ours was also chewing up a cud of a storm on a a 4 ,ce new 
Sunday-go -me© ting bonnet; chut goat ate at least a hundred dollars of good Irish 
linen before that sporty- Jack-of-a-sale3man could get our smelly nanny Shebagoat- 
ah out of h 4 s Suburban truck. That macho dude was not so proud of h<s once brave 
self any more for defying our bad aog sign. He had been taken down a notch or 
two for sure. But he was glad to get away w 4 th the seat of his own pants still 
intact ana not chewed clean off. I still laugh about that high- tailing salesman 
who thought he could sell an icebox to an £sk 4 moo or peddle snake-proof fences 
to Big Thicket hicks like me and my folks. Yet, I "seen-him-a-comi ng" for. sure 
this time in Channelvlew after that shyster had hooked Hardin folks w 4 th h 4 s 
malarkey or line of blarney. Well, you do know now who finally got the last 
laugh back then. 

The last laugh is always the best one of all, 7 can assure you. We had a 
laugh a minute back in Channelvlew — twas better to laugh than cry about all the 
hard times. That dogged episode, though, made us realize that a real live dog 
would have barked ana thus earned Its keep, plus we would not be liars Jf we had 
a true aog on the place. We never told a whopper of a lie, just little white l 4 es 
to keep Goa froc getting us for sure. Finally, we got a puppy dog when little 
Bobby boy stole the Maadingly boys' s pup ana then hid -out under the house which 
was three feet off the ground on old pylons. Snakes lived under the house by the 
score so tis a wonder that a copperhead didn't pet a mouth full of Taylor hide- 
and-seek for sure. And also we d<d not want our truthful son stealing good dogs 
so we had to relent our hard-and-fast rule not to get another pet mouth to feed 
during th 4 s horrible Ion: depression. A guy named Shawgle Hogie got us a puppy 
dog; we named it Boots because that male aog was all black w 4 th feet that looked 
like white painted galoshes or whi te-sl de-walled rubbers. The Kaddingly five boys 
eucn haa a dog across tne road so naturally my son env 4 ed not having his very own 



little doggie. Boots was a slick haired part hound dog. My lUtle boy and Boots 
were buddies Immediately. 

But puppy aog Boots had to pass the hardest acceptance test of all by the 
kitty cat Nosey Lee. Boots passed inspection since he was an outside dog, not an 
indoor variety like so many folks have today. Dogs carry germs or bacteria and 
snoula not live next to people (peasants In medieval times lived in same room 
with all their animals ana the lire expectacy was extrememly low because of the 
shared diseases such as chicken pox and cow pox). Even the cat Nosey Lee hud a 
bed in a box outside for the n'ght t<me. My wife Kiss Klla was too nasty-n<ce 
clean to allow an1mal 3 to sleep J aside the house with our loved ones to r<sk get- 
ting common diseases or even skin rashes such as ringworm. Animals hua their 
place in the helracny of Hfe living space. Dogs and cats ronpected each other's 
territory. Nosey Lee was master of tne walkways on our place. That kUty cat 
would lay high upon a shelf 1n a shed or on a fence post <n the yard or up a 
tree along the driveway. Nosey Lee kept a guarddog type watch on us all; she l<ve« 
up to her name, nothing escaped her careful eye. 

Nosey Lee eyed the passing life forms on the road in front of our place 
with almost Indifference or so It seemed. A neighbor dog across the roadway had 
too much competition for its food or dinner hour so <t went prowling to sneak 
a meal from other dogs since it thought It was top dog. That frisky male dog 
visitor barked up a storm as though about to eat Nosey Lee al^ve where she lay 
secure on a nigh wall shelf. And that v.as the beginning of the mistakes that ole 
top dog made in Us brief life in our neck of the woods. Nosey Lee nau just re- 
cently had a litter of kittens which she safely bedded high on a wall shelf. 
That alien aog just barked one time too many up Nosey Lee's tree. Nosey Lee" Just 
jumped down on that dog's hairy back, digging her claws in l<ke a ready-made sad- 
dle; Nosey Lee rode that yelping aog to the front gate edge of our property bound 
ary where she dl amounted, hopped-off l^ke a rodeo picK-up nder, so proud of her- 
seir lor putting her bloody claws to such good use. Nosey Lee was better than 
any guard dog ever could be. All the neighborhood dogs had respect for Nosey Lee. 

Neighbor dogs had all encountered Nosey Lee at one time or another. Another 

a^rn^t^^ 6 ^^ Pf N £ S ? y ^ That dQ « »"* named Tootsle and lived directly 
across the road. Tootsle belonged to Edgar White; he and his wife lived in a 
fancy log cabin house and had a fine job in a refinery at neary Baytown. Tootsle 

llf fn^f? P0l ' C ! ?°* Wh ° ffiaQe ti « ooa security guard »l Uie^ate? to 

til i?«.*2i? °L peddlers and other animals to detour or waylay. Tootsle 
anL^ni^t^ 1 ^ ? ^ ttiQT aha was a loner like some H ary people 

appear not to need cronies. Nosey Lee and Tootsle got along just fine; they un- 
derstooa each other. Nosey Lee woula waylay rats 1n the barn on the mister White' 
place and toss them down to Tootsle to finish killing; they did their rat killin* 
in a professional assembly line fashion so they were cohorts of some sorts. 

But puppy dog Boots was not a cohort of those two w<th the rat killing. The 
pup Boots haa to stay at our gate or else. However, Mr. and Mrs. White would g<ve 
my little boy candy ana gifts from their buying spree in town since they had no 
children and knew that we were short of funds. Boots woula try to escourt my son 
over to get candy sacKs when the Whites called out that they had a surprise. One 
day, a big watermelon was given to my boy so Boots went along. But Tootsle remain 
ed lying across the gate bridge and aid not move when Bobby stepped over the big 
German Police guard dog; Tootsie just stared at puppy aog Boots who promptly stop- 
pea aeaa in his tracks and yelped to fall into the canal d<tch and then fled back 
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homeward, railing over himself all wet as a slippery bar of soap. Nosey Lee was 
observing all this ruckus from atop a high gatepost with a Cheshire gr*n for sure, 

Nosey Lee was still the big cheese or cock of the walk at our house and that 
end of the country lane roadway. That kitty cat loved to go fishing with Bobby 
boy just for the fun or sKill like a human being would s*nce that pussy cat d*d 
not eat her catch* That cut coula f 1sh faster than my son who was by then jealous 
and furious at the catty competition. Thus, Bobby boy brought Nosey Lee back to 
the nouse, lugging that b*g mamma cat in h*s small arms all the way down our 
long driveway with the cat's tail dragging in the porous iron ore pavement. My 
sweetheart wife Miss Ella took Nosey Lee in her arms and held the kitty cat till 
little Bobby turned to go back to his snakey f*sh<ng pole to hook crawdads, My 
wife simply, and rightly so, let the cat loose. Nosey Lee jumped out the nearby 
window (we haa no winaow screen— cost too much bee* then to have a s*lly expense 
not bringing a tangible financial return). Nosey Lee beat Little Bobby back to 
the fishing hole. She was the best buddy companion my little boy ever had, even 
though he did not realize that she saved his life a dozen times every day. That 
nosey cat kept the snakes at bay. 

Nouey Lee killed all sorts of reptiles that dared to get too close those 
klas of mine. Even a goat is good to stomp snakes with their cloven hooves. There 
were dozens of snaices to be seen rolling together or mating as one nasty minded 
man informed me. Like T didn't know the facts of life — that's why 3 only had two 
young children's mouths to feed rather than a dozen liKe some dumb clucks w< th 
notning but populating daady sex on tne*r minus: Well, those fornicating snakes 
rollod around big as automobile tiros under our hOll*o, thunpi Og the floors with 
their heavy rubbery entwined tails while they wuz getting some action. And those 
cavorting snakes were longer than a garden hose variety, too, when stretched-out 
alter their coiting adventures. This snakey experience was one Texan mystique 
that 3 hope never to repeat. 

Snaice handlers are a big thing in this part of the country, let me tell you* 
I don't liice to look, much less watch the handling action. £ven some religions 
profess this kind of live action. But my life was too full of fun things to go 
looking for trouble. Snakes were all over the place in Channelview and much worse 
than at Hardin— we haa jumped out of the scared frying pan into the hot fire so 
innocent-like for us fool-hearted folks. The Houston Ship Channel was just over 
the next rise or hillock from our house; we could see the San Jacinto Monument 
directly across from our bedroom window. Shrill boat whistles put us to sleep 
every night like a lullabye. All kinds of snakes got off those banana boats from 
South America coming to i&akce their new home under our house at that, T killed 
several coral snakes v*<tn my big axe; 3 preserved them in kerosene Jugs to taice 
bacK to iiast Texas to show-off to doubting Thomases 11 ice myself before I went to 
live in the Devil's snakopit here. The banded rings of red, black, yellow and 
white colors v.as so pretty to see t 4 ll realizing their vonomous bite would get 
you a ringside seat in the glory land of eternity. But T was now not ready to die 
since somebody nad to feed my young children and I did not v.ant them to starve 
to death; No body would for sure take another mouth to feed during th 4 s depres- 
sion that Just would not let up on us poor ole boys with families. 

Baa mouthing the depression was about all we had to do most days besides 
look for snakes to kill before they big mouthed us to death. As I said before, 
tne snw^es were everywhere and kept the hell scared out of us. 2ven preachers 
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preyed upon the local terror of snukes by proclaiming that hades Itself was full 
of sliraey serpents entwining all around our sinful limbs for eternity so wo hud 
better be good church goers or else the devil would cet us sinners for sure. And 
Satan had appeared as a snaKe in the Garden of aden so a serpentine form was the 
true shape of the evil devil according to the ministers of God*s true word. Not 
even tornadoes scared us as much as the local snake population* 

» 

Tornadoes, though, were still the same big bad menace as always. But we wuz 
too scared out of our normal wits of the snakes to worry about funnel cloud storm* 
much anymore til they appeared on the terrain. Yet, the moat numerous tornadoes 
happen along the gulf coast of Texas and then travel up Tornado Alley as it 1s 
called to Canada. Tornadoes travel all over Texas all year long ever time the 
weather changes. I did build us a storm cellar once or twice but to no avail be- 
cause water seepage soon filled the space like an indoor swimming pool that sure- 
ly aid attract snakes for sure to take-up habitation there. Anally, J came-up 
with a brain storm of an idea to cure that problem* 

My big iaea was to build an above ground storm shelter out of logs since the 
cellar filled wUn water as fast as we dug 1t in th5 3 near sealevel conditions 
of the gulf coast area. Z decided to out-best Mother Mature by building a semi- 
circle structure by piling the logs very close together in a tee-pee shape, all 
slanted into one another to sway with trie high blowing wind; the top was a much 
slanted slope from the sides. Then, I made a hill of dirt like an Tndian Burial 
Mound which T had viewed long ago up In deep Bast Texas. This earthcrn shelter 
had a double purpose; it was used to escape tne tormidoes as well as store can- 
ned goous from the heat or cold. I built a heuvy door to lock out animal preda- 
tors, human and otherwise, since the depression caused strange things to happen 
to otherwise good folics. We spent a lot of time in this shelter to escape ped- 
dlers and other solicitors in general; we coula hide from the world so to speak. 
•Ye spent a lot of time in this hiuey-hole above ground. Gnats and mosquitoes also 
denned-up Inside there beside us. I finally rot malaria but no one else in my 
family did so my natural resistence must have been worn to a frazzle by all the 
worry of trying to earn a living during the Great Depression anxiety days. I darn 
near died of that ailment, too. The fevers never seemed to let-up. J sweated like 
a bush hot in heat, iina later chills would come like a winter storm in the hot 
summer of Southeast Texas. Also, years later, I never could give blood plasma 
donations because of having had malaria. I also contracted plastohi smosi s from 
BlacK Birds simply because I had been 3tickened with malaria that had weakened 
my immune system decades earlier during the Great Depressions days. 

The contagious malar i* illness caused me. to be treated like a leper la olden 
Bible times. The good ole boys always need as history shows a diseased group to 
vent their anger-on so my malaria case was worse than leprosy to them; T got 
ostracized by most of the goodly folks- I found out real fast who my true friends 
were; I nearly got stoned in public like a Bible days leper when I once went to 
the local post office. I am no ignorant fool so I then stayed home to recuperate 
with a stash of white lightning— ti 8 better to get stoned by myself rather than 
be stoned by a local crowd of good-ole-boys. I was soon feeling no pain one way 
or the other about my human condition. T htid nothing better to do with my time 
since I was permanently unemployed by the Great Depression and now confined by 
a genuine excuse of an Illness called Malaria. At least I now had sympathy from 
other out-of-work folks who felt that 1 was much worse off than they with this 
incurable sickness. 



Wnlle I wus ill wi th talari a, I carvea sticks into statues and sang a lot. 
I was best ut yodeling. I coula out yodel anybody. 1 coula even yodel up all the 
wild birds to coue listen to me. T even learned to whistle like any b*rd call 
that mank 4 na ever heard* Birds came Tor nicies around just to hear me or to give 
a listen. But J do honestly think that 3 fooled them birus into coming around be- 
cause they thought that I was one of their own f^ne feathered fancy bird mates 
on tne call. Now, that's no lie or I would not be alive to tell th*s tale s< nee 
God would strike me deau wUh lightning 1f I should merely exaggerate* 

Whistling Dixie and yodellng at the Sbme time all day long passed the time 
till I got well or at least got-all-better-enough to go bacic to work as my lit- 
tle boy said when I dia finally leave to return working at Victor Shauberger's 
saw mills. T also had to entertain myself by continuing to kill snakes and pickle 
their ornery carcass to keep in huge clear jars like urine specimens to later 
show the klnfolks back in Dallas County; they had never seen the l^kes of such 
varmints and were skeptics 11*e me at first till viewing them first hand— a pic- 
ture 1s worth a thousand words underscored when seeing the real th*ng. The i&st 
Texas folks haa never even seen an armadillo till we brought a baby live-one back 
to the old plantation with us on a v*sit one year; armadUloes d^d not thrive all 
over the state till the 1960's when some smart aleck h<pp^3 decided to play Noah 
ana spread mated pairs 1n their vans all over the state as the national mascot of 
Texas. Some of those long hairs arked^armadUloes into every one of the 254 coun- 
a? 3 < m f Texas t0 tp y and replace the Longhorn Cattle symbol as the mail emblem of 
wild Texas days. *rmadilloes eat bugs and tender plants so they dug-up our garden 
fast as w« planted It bacic In those good ole bad days so we had to annihilate 
any animal that compacted for food with ua. We luarned to drc<,d those prehistor- 
ic looking animals. But the prolific snaites were always the most pressing problem 
and thusly Kept us busy protecting the children as best we could while St wa3 
really Nosey Lee the kitty cat that kept the kids safe from harms way. 

Harmful snakes and bad uogs were all that really worried us at Channelvlew 
as an every day occurrence. All the neighbors had dogs; Mrs. Mann^ngly had sev- 
eral boys each with a dog as did the Mattingly family; dogs went roaming to find 
fooa as I said before. But the neighbors were basically good people as a general 
rule since I was well known and appreciated as an animal lover with the best coon 
dogs in tne whole country side. I also could talk to the birds so J hau gained 
respect of sorts. My malaria case made the truly bad folks stay far away enough 
to Keep from catching the crud from me. I was persona non grata to those fearful 
folks; a raging fever will keep a redneck far eiiough away but be^ng really clean 
clear of them is a never ending thing; they come around like the fa^r-weether 
friends they are to pick your brain for Ideas or else to lift a few groceries to 
stock their own stash. Those fearsome guys wear dirty clothes and stack junk all 
around their place as a normal decor to name themselves S3 white trash which at- 
tracts vermints ana vermin to all the stacks of junk. 

I icept our old place neat as a pin while lounging at home to recuperate from 
the malaria fevers. I was also a good lookout for strangers coming around as well 
No one stole much from us during the great depression, except for food and some 
decent clothes, because nobody had anything new enough to purloin. Besides, every* 
thing was broken-down and worn-out. V/e certainly did not have anything pretty 
goou any more. Just watching the snakes jump up anu cavort under the house was 
a big amusement, after all, while I was sick w^th malaria. Some of the rel^g^ous 
soaKe handlers did drop by to v*s^t wh^le J was convalescing on the front porch. 
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1 nearly wore-out that green painted wooden lawn caa^r that T haa made. Well, 
those goodie-two-shoes saaKe handlers were very intrigued about the mating habits 
of all animals in the woods; seems that sex was on the brain for those gutter 
snipes after all; I was too diseased from the hot fevers and then the cold chills 
all in one aay from malaria attacks to care about such things (chills during a 
huifliu South Te^as summer 1s one exhausting experience you do not need to repeat 
or wish on your worst enemy — I danged near died of those malar i a attacks). Those 
pecker heaa nasty-minded snake handlers just naturally know about such dirty 
things— an idle mind is truly the workshop of the devil. But even those sex 
crazed peterheaas would not init^ute a sex act because God was known to be watch- 
ing and making a check list to be read on Judgement Day, Sex was not such a hot 
item on everyone's lips like today because back then getting food to put in your 
feeding hole was the real concern or big problem; most folks were too under fed 
to have the energy for much sexual activity anyway. Thus, children on the loose 
or prowl through the woods of the neighborhood d*d not have to worry about sex- 
ual attacks; the sex pots or peterheads did not abuse children because most folks 
really thought that God would strike them dead with a bolt of white lightning. 
Besides, most folks went to church all the time When the doors were open; there 
was nothing else real cheap to do or a better free place to v^sit all your 
friends. Church was a social place to go gossip in the Lord's name. Seems that 
some things never change. 

Tne changing weather, however, caused tornadoes to suddenly blow in and thus 
kept us all on the constant lookout for a wayward cloud forming. Consequently, 
neighbors were always out on the porch searching the skies for God only knows 
what; all of us good citizonu took careful notice of our surround i ngu. Nothing 
strange could sneaK up on us good Texans. A3 a result, obvious crime did not get 
a cnance to happen — now, unuor cover of darkness is whole-nothing ball ramel J 
was the best of the lot, let me tell you. Anyway, no child molester would have 
lasted till night fall in our neck or the woods. We country bovs were always on 
top of things all the time. Mother Nature was the one that had* to be watched in 
those days before televised weather news casts. And neighbors stayed on good term 
with each other because people had to be congenial to rally together when a God 
sent natural disaster struck. 

Natural disasters were called cyclones in those good ole bad days, not tor- 
nadoes like today. *s I have said before, tornadoes were the fearsome thing back 
in my hayaay, and we had good skywatchers like you would not believe. We would 
ring bells or snootr- the-anvi 1 as an alarm clock type of warning since most of. 
us could not afford a telephone in those lean years. Tnus, tornadoes were the big 
ban tnings to watch-out fo.r. 

But tornadoes just naturally followed me like a lost puppy behind a 
hang-dog looking boy. I was tne person chosen by the community leaders to keep 
a constant vigil of the skyways. I was the chosen one back then. 1 could smell a 
cyclone windstorm way off so I was considered valuable to the whole neighborhood. 
Neighbors just hung arouna the house to hear what I would say so 1 killed time 
with tnose lucky souls who liked to hear my tall tales about chasing tornadoes 
all over upper Texas as they called my old titaey youthful experiences mi th my 
uncle from Scotland. I made them all sit-up and take notice when a truly big wind 
came along one day to make them all run to the woods to escape a funnel cloud, 
especially when not at my hou*>e to go to the tee-pee cellar as everyone called 
my shelter invention. l:y friend's storm cellars stayed full of seepage water be- 
cause of the sealevel elevation of the Southeast Texas Houston demographics. £ven 



some or my scurey 3illy friends hopped into their cars for safety as they per- 
ceived it, to try outrun tne wind 3torm anu also to firm refuge from the bolts 
of lightning striking the ground; the insulated rubber tires would protect them 
from the streaks of fiery lightning or so they hoped and prayed. Some frightened 
neighbors also hugged the trunk of a big tree and held on for dear life, in fear 
of being sucked upward into the darkened sky by this giant vacuum cleaner of a 
cyclone. I just always stayed still anu tended to ignore* the high winds, giving 
H no satisfaction at all that I had even seen it. 

'.V* nd storms like to scare the dickens out of you; that*s their purpose, you 
know. They can scare tne pee-waddlifig out of you for sure. Thus, T just always 
stayed still, quiet as a mouse, and mi naed my own business when a twister storm 
blew inward. Besides, I was getting too old to have the strength to run away like 
I iista-coula-dcr in my youth. *na I was still sick as all get-out from the chills 
and fevers from malaria; I was limp as a dish rag from my malady. Consequently t 
I hau no real choice but to ignore that windy booger so as not to get the ill 
will of Mother Mature rampaging all over the Texas countryside, ihusly, we real 
Texans know to do our best to try and get along just fine as could be, consid- 
ering that we lived at the starting point of the Gulf Stream tornado alley path- 
way. I just tried to mind my own business as usual while Mother Nature was doing 
her piece of work on the Texas landscape. And you had better believe that J was 
on perfectly good speaking terms with 2Jaw Nature or T would not be here now to 
tell you this tale. 

Tall tales about tornadoes are never exaggerations enough. Just you ex- 
perience living through one hellacious wind storm ana your survival story will 
put mine to shame— the first liar never has a chance. As you know, tornadoes have 
always liked to pursue uiy whereabouts, but then that is another story for another 
good funning time for u to tell so that you will come back to visit an old man 
like me to hear my truthful tales of yore. 

Tornadoes can't be talked about too much. You got to be prepared for those 
aggravations and leurning as much before hana as possible is the best strategy. 
I always wanted to talk the story to death so that it would maybe stay away from 
me if that coula be possible. Tornado clouds usually have rain to accompany them 
like a symphony orchastra has drums and brass band; the thunder and pounding rain 
really (Lakes a big show for sure. Here in Southeast Texas ra<n forest of the Big 
oV mSl* ra * n alvm y s follows or accompanies a good funnel cloud. But here in the 
Big Ihicket area, the rain lightens-up so it can really see how to rain some more 
rignt down on the mess that the cyclone stirs-up. Even Mother Nature as a/jact 
oi God needs to see where -she is going or to see what she had done. You had bet- 
ter believe it too, for J would never lie. 

Storms not only bring much needed rain but also fertilizer the green growth 
of the countryside. The bolts of lightning create nitrates and phosphorous com- 
binations that mix into nitric phosphate fertilizer; more natural fertilizer is 
deposited in one half hour thunder bolt storm than all the artificial fertilizer 
plants in the world can produce all year. Thus, the good Lord knows that we need 

dlral ^IffJaSP^JS^ 'i 1 the green gpowlng plants in the world. And that 
dismal act of God is what makes all the lush growth <n the Big Thicket forest so 
unique; the storm proofed orchias grow wila f?om all the good skv L o w 
get to enjoy their natural beauty afterwards as pritty frSS p?Sked JSotiS ?lo*er, 
on our dinner table during thanksgiving meals for surviving the rampage . ? e thus 
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felt r^ch as a kin&Vth a centur piece floral arrangement sent by special mes- 
senger from Gou's own handiwork after such a soul searchi ng adventure w*th those 
uaa burned tornadoes* Mother Mature usually snow 8 a sunny lace the next day after 
a cyclone wind storm, just as a bad child acts mean as hell and then grins to 
iL&Ke it all right. The ferns 1n the deep woods even* grew huge beyond my meager 
woras, even so big that the birds could feel safe to bu^ld their nests ins<ae 
them* Ana of course you already know how big the local trees grew back then, be^n* 
so tall enough to fall all the way to bustling New Yortc ^ity. Blue jay birds esp- 
ecially built nests in the nigh ferns ana they screamed all the time when a 
stranger or anything they did not like happened- by so they were better than a 
guard aog on the place — that's why local folKs Were called Jayhawkers when they 
h*a in tne woods from the government agents or were on the slide to avo<d being 
drafted into the army— and I do mean the Civil Wax t^mes. It takes decodes for 
the complete word to reach all parts of the Big Thicket, 

Communications in the Big Thicket moved faster after my old uncle Scotty 
cau.e to live there. old Unk Scotty acciuently aia tne whole communications 
world a favor by invent* ng copper wire; my old Unk hue a copper penny that he 
and another local Scotsman were r*ght*ng over so they pulled w* th all the*r migh- 
ty wills on that one-cent piece till U stretched thin as they tugged more and 
more, holding on for dear life, to get their share of that metal. All that f * ne 
line metal iLaue excellent telephone and telegraph. wires so aga<n my old uncle 
maue a mint off h^s undertaicing; he could always turn a lemon of a deal into 
sweet lemonade. Just line my old Scots uncle took a rest by leaning on h*s old 
trusty cane ana tne weight of his reposed body drUled a deep hole into Uu soft 
son as an artesian well quickly flowed forth to this very day. I am thus so 
glau my olu Unk finally decided to stay forever more *n America; he had always 
visited our family relatives from Scotland here but *n I90o when I was a mere 
laa of a boy. Tne United States bank panic or depressions of that day as they 
were called brought my old Unk for an investment opportunity 1n the New World. 
Well, we tooK our first walk around Texas that lasted till 1909; 3 showed him 
everything real good like. Besides, I got out of school to do th«t good hospit- 
ality thing. IT you don't believe me, just don't get your nose out of jo<nt: you 
can look at my sweetheart wife Miss 211a to see «f her eyes are rolling skyward 
like a plnball machine going <nto full tUt at the lial^nese Room Club <n old 
Galveston on the sea wall; ttilfl Bali namea a*vu wis the precursor of the Texas 
mafia gambling syndicate before they bu<lt Los Vegas into the<r world class act. 

Now, you know if I wuz a real gambling liar of a man that Miss ifilla's eye- 
balls woulu be rolling heav^n.wird; her eyes would be constantly tw<rl<ng like a 
one-armed bandit macnine In tilt so you can surely now understand why T have to 
be such a truthful man always on my toes, Aftur all, 1 am a good true-blue faith- 
ful born-again Texas husband to that sweetheart gal of mine. I might tell a whop- 
per "dreckley". "Drecitley" is speaicing Texan lingo for you non-native or undat- 
ed Te ass folks. Drecicley to soa*e folks means directly to follow but that a 4 n't 
all tne meaning there is to it. And It do means much more, such as soon as T can 
get around to it. Thus, everybody that is a true-blue Texan knows that "dreckley" 
is the day after tomorrow or something there-after so don't get your dander all 
up or I will have to put it in a sling shot for you. We old l<ne Texans use th*s 
dreckley stuff on folks who sm^le a dung-eating gr*n Uk« they are so smart put- 
ting one move over on us country folk; we ain't as dumb as we look or sound. And 
thus those uppity invading yahoos think they are better-than-God to tr^ck us 4 nto 
bexicving their con-artist scheme fooled us hicks. Dopers are also good at pull^nj 
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our leg or at least thinKing that they put a good one over on us straight acting 
jo*ers# This sort of con-artist thing is also done by jealous relatives who are 
envious of niy hidden talents and oral abilities* 

Jealous kinfolk can just about love you to death w 1 th the^r dung-eating 
grins. Did you over love someone so much that you couldn't stand them? Well, that 
is the way my niece Elsi e Taylor-Wi nni foru was; she was also my a* ster-i n-law 
and we had almost grown-up together, my being only six years older, in the same 
little burg of a town. Now, Miss Els^ e was the best Kind of a nasty-nice person 
you coula ever meet with her ying-yang nose out of jo^nt over the least infrac- 
tion of her sensibilities while she was a real cat's meow onto your case (she 
was sensitive while you wuz a brute— twas the wrong big S word, her really being 
selfish through ana through), kliss Elsi e spoKe very litte in the defense of 
others when not to her aavantage. "The cat -got your tongue 11 was Miss Elsie's 
favorite bai ted-breath retort to sulking victims of her sly ways that could 
easily doubledog dare you to death. And I should know well as a favorite uncle's 
highly experienced survival rate at Kiss Elsie's under handed ways. But you see 
I was an easy target for Miss aisle because I loved her inspite of her harsh 
mean behavi or— blood is thicker than water so I always went back for another bit- 
ter pill of her medicine. Miss Elsie used everyone sooner or later. 

Miss Elsie used goodness to her own devious advantage; she could cook-up a 
mess-of -manner 3 but used theui all up long before letting the niceness get down 
to you— that was one back-biting response to Miss Elsie's crummy ways by the 
local two-faced friends of hers, anyway, that pretty niece of mine was too hep 
of a high stuppor to ruur hor own daughter li ttlu idu Margaret — that little girl 
of hers was too much of a burden to change drapers. That little Taylor-Wi nni ford 
kia of hers never had a chance fox a good homelife by the likes of the high 
falluting Mizerous Elsie. Mizerous, as I already told you, was a clever slurred 
speech title of address that Black folks used on white folks who had displeased 
them somehow as Miss Elsie was sure to do most every day to those she encountered 
on a regular basis. The negroes had a a<vinely cunning but crafty manner to speak 
their mind witn a public face that did not totally offend but was also not with- 
out a truthful unaertone of acute roguish perception to get even for past wrongs 
in a polite style. I thus liked the high style Black folks used back in old 
Commerce town f s Nigger Holler appropriately called my f<esty n* ece of a sister- 
in-law. Mizerous fit her to a big capital T. 

Mizerous Bls^e was indeed a good disguised term of audress in polite society 
to this heavy handed relative of mine. Misery, though, was indeed the true or 
best expression ever used -to describe that woman. Even being a mean wretch would 
not be an apt epithet for :Jss ^lsi e when she was on your case like she always 
Kept being on mine since we haa children with the same grandparents; Mi z Elsie 
feared that more money for a gift would be spent on my progeny than hers. That 
was the big bone of contention between us for evermore in our fifty-odd years of 
marriages. However, 3 am very grateful to Miss Ela'e for preparing me exactly 
for the worldly response of selfish mean folks. Mizerous £ls*e taught me how to 
deal witn snide people at an early age anu thus whet to expect from her sneaky 
kind. 3 use her as a good example of what bad people are really like; her type of 
envious folks are the bad seed sort ready to pick your bones to pieces just for 
the fun of it at the urop of a hat. 

Mizerous Elsie could high hat everyone so easily; she was big stuff and oh 
so pretty. But pretty was not her ways as I have said. Beauty is only skin deep 
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as the old saw goes, I sure wanted to skin that n^cce or m*ne al*ve. But I did 
love Her despite all her d1 stress • Ml ss hlsie always looked like a million dol- 
lars when she went to public functions. 

The public functions worthy of her attendance were the concerts and dance 
parties for which Sam W^nn^ford performed as the finest v^olineot of Texas* You 
would have thought she haa been a Wlnniford forever born to that name; she was 
nateful as all rip when anyone misspelled or aared to mispronounce the family 
surname Wlnniford. Sam Wlnniford played his finest v^ol^n music on chartered pas- 
senger trains to Hot Springs, Arkansas resort outings. Many of the oil rich towns 
of Kast Texas chartered a car to matce a sixteen coach train to the spa baths of 
the Ozark Mountains; the famous fiddler v»alKed the length of the train to play 
his tunes and entertain all the good old sports on the leisure vacation trip with 
his gracious living style. Mi z Elsie was always there b^g as life dancing and 
s^ng^ng along to the fast tune or whatever. She was the pretty window dressing 
of the party groupies of her day. Miss Els^ e novur missed a chance to tag along, 
even on trips to Washington, D-C. to play for the president of the United States. 

Trips to Washington, D.C. were usually to v<slt Sam Rayburn w^th whom Sam 
Wlnniford had attended old Mayo College together plus being of the same politico 
persuasion. Sam Wlnniford was a vote getter for h*s favorite pork barrel issue 
at the steak w^ th no thumbs aown or much debate to it. M1z Kls* e helped-out at 
every whistle stop pig- track as we called all the small places wUh no town squar< 
or tall water tower. Sam Winniford had played for every president of the Un 4 ted 
States since 1894 when his cousin Adlai Stevenson I was elected vice-president. 
Now, that would have been some shindig to have attended. Those White House con- 
certs were a yearly ritual pilgrimage till his death In 1959 at age 93. 

The journey on that annual pilgrimage was a jjoy to behold. We got rid of 
Mi z i2.1sl e for weeks at a time; that was a mixed blessing for sure. Our old uncle 
Sam tne fiddler played the best violin in the 3tate for sure as he was so of ton 
proclaimed. And my little boy will verify my tale 1f you doubt my veracUy by 
now with all the long stories that 1 ha\e been telling for the shear fun of it 
all. I don f t have a mean bone in my body so I have no grudge to carry with all 
these funning good times. 

The fun of watcnl ng vlol^n^st Sam Wlnniford play was a real treat. He had a 
routine of playing a fine classical piece that was ever so elegantly borlngly 
proper to prove his talent* Then, we got a real sight for sore eyes when he would 
plop down in a straight backed chair to wrap h^s long legs around each other l^ke 
a plastic-play-dough man k1 th h*s six-f oot-seven-* nch frame contorted to the fast 
musical beat of a bi eak-down piece as be called his own compositions. IJow, that 
which followed was a real hoe-aown worthy of the master. iina M1 z Klsle was In 
the middle of things 11 Ke always as usual. 

The usual Miss &lsie was the toast of the town and danced herself across 
this great country of ours like it all belonged especially to her personally. 
The world was her oyster and she ate it up, too, let me tell you. But my dear 
niece ran into troubles fro:L the B*ble thumping crowd; seems that Sam V/^nn^ ford 
played his band at a b^g public dance on the town square in Commerce. Well, s*x 
local married couples got divorced the next week, all because they had danced so 
close, up next to each other's rubbing bodies to cause a sweat. Good proper folks 
were not supposed to touch except to hold hands while dancing. But those dancing 
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Tools chafed-up all against each other to cause a holy hell friction rippling 
through the whole cotuLunHy the next day forward* And Sam V/inniford got blamed 
for tne whole mess; his music haa called tue dev^l to that dance. And the fiddler 
himself was preached to hell the next Sunday by the enraged ministers. The whole 
town was out to beat the band Into hades corner for- sure* The bass fiddler named 
Namoa Anders resigned from the fiualers organization and vowed never to play at 
a public dance again or straight to hell he would go for sure, according to the 
preachers who talked to God every day for sure. Ml z Elsie was her typical flucey 
self by taking the side of God with the preachers to assure that her place in the 
seventh heaven was still secure* This was indeed a low blow when all the family 
clan did not stick together. 

&it our good ole cu2 Reverend Doctor Charles T. Alexander came to the moral 
aid of violinist Sam Winn* ford and the family good name, Righteous indignation 
was all over the countryside In a big uproar that must have cleaned out hades 
and half of heaven as well. Tne good Reverend Doctor Alexander gave a mighty fine 
tongue lashing to everyone. Ana they all listened for he was the hand-maiden of 
Goaalmighty himself. The Reverend Doctor Charles T. Alexander was president of 
the State Baptist Convention so his wora was heeded as gospel, Why f you would 
have thought the great Jehovah Yahweh himself had spoken. Man, d<d those moss bad 
goodi e-two-shoes ever turn tail to go after some other unlucky sinners on the*r 
constant witch hunt. 

Well, the fear of the Lord had been put on those witch hunters, turned 
around by the stroke of genius callea Reverend Doctor Charles T. Alexander. The 
ffirfly was now on Cloud 9 but it all got bettor to put us on Pinkus Eleven. But 
:.l 4 zerous Elsie caxe home to open arms because she was a dues paying or tithe 
giving gooa Christian religionist who thus couldn't fall from grace so all was 
forgiven and forgotten till the next time she could get her claws into us. V/e 
all had to act better than ourselves wanted to be around M 4 z Elsie. 

But my little boy Bobby was better at being just what M^zerous Kls<e deserve< 
from our family. He gave what he got from her with Interest so to speak. She 
learned the hard way to tread softly around h<s remarks. My son used h< s l<e 
detector polygraph machine type skill* on Kiz Elsie a lot. His little truthful 
tongue was fast as all sixty ana he didn't give a flip about what others said as 
long as he could put some light on the aark subject. Little Bobby told h A s aunt 
Elsie that she was his favorite (he didn't say favorite what so she never figured 
that one out). .My little boy said that goodi e-two-shoes folrcs live <n the<r lust 
revelatioa-age-of-lessor-sin since they do not commit or break all ten of the 
commandments ana thus feel superior to others public sins. Religion was not W z 
El3ie f s long suit so she let my son rave. 

My boy's truth saying does have its drawback; folKs can eventually use the 
truthful words from your own mouth against you in a Socratic legal aebate way 
for sure if they are clever enough. No gooa deed goes unpunished so do unto other: 
as they do unto you was the quip my little son would crack with his small voice. 
That astute observation usually woula silence the false pride groupies thut felt 
better-than-God and full of public self-importance. That ploy held the mean spir- 
ited at bay for the time being* 

Yet not a bad or mean bone existed 4 n my sweetheart wife Miss Slla. She was 
sugar ana spices so nice to me as long as 7 was on the straight and narrow path 
of her goodwill. kaA that is no fooling from a high spirited guy like me. My 
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sweetheart wife Miss Ella raised the children r*ght; we attended every church 
revival 1a the Channelvlew community. Negro churches were also a major part of 
our attentive Snared souls 1 joys. But my honest-bright son LUtle Bobby was still 
in true-blue Texan form at being like a better dose of truth syrup on those local 
preachers~he would have made a good TV preacher guest host today. When prissy 
preachers asked my son If he read his Sunday School lesson, Little Bobby replJed 
in true Socratic truthful form that he dta not know just one Sunday lesson but 
instead knew the whole holy commission not to be arrogrant and uppity about know- 
ing the Bible verses; Christians must live the religion i</co Jesus did so don't 
bug others like me with probllng Inquisition remarks or so my son retorted, nnd 
my little boy saved the best re joiner to last when still pursued about memory of 
the Biblical chapter una verses: "Don f t molest me, man." Wow, did those old self- 
righteous wags of a poor excuse for a preacher recoil at the word molest, jumping 
like a buctcshot-shy-jack-rubbi t far away from my truth saying son. Thus, you can 
see how my 11 ttle boy had a knack for putting sassy folks in their rightful place 
as he could wor* a sanctified crowd Into a nervous tizzy like a walki ng-talk* ng 
Barbie doll He detector machine. That kid of mine was truly a chip off the old 
Scottish Taylor-made block. 

That Scotchguard kla of mine had a deep sense of something like humor in his 
Taylor-maae personality. He said he wanted to join the flat eurth society but 
only flatheads can join he laughed with a deep sign. He even told all my old time 
who-raw-hiding friends without cracking a smile on his cherub face that he was 
going to be a great Texas farmer and thus would own the biggest Texas spaghetti 
growing farms In the valley; to grow spaghetti, a farmer had to let It stay in 
the hot Texas sun to gut it well steamed by God's hand naturally before harvest 
time. Thus, we truly good Texas farmers can grow our food already cooked and read' 
to serve from the family farm flelus. Thus, my son could have won state liars 
contest prizes with that whopper of original absurdity back in the good ole de- 
pression days. The big moutned liars who lost wanted to ship that kiu of m< ne out 
of his state of mind on the first flight of the Confederate Air Force freighter. 
iio organized respectable liar wanted anything to do with this honest to goodness 
bright *1u of mine. But even a good Texas sore loser would not want to ex<le a 
mere chUd completely out of heavenly Texas so they were all for waylay* ng that 
youngster of mine with some armadUloes near AmarUlo as one wisecrack* n«* buddv 
jested such fanciful tomfoolery . 

That boy of mine surely did inherit some tomfoolery ways fromj^a&er all. But 
that kid got not one baa trait from his sweet mamma, though, who was the best 
peachy cream spicy good woman in all of ornery Texas. And that's what thoughts 
will do for you if you tbi^ik my boy has any bad traits from his fine mother. You 
had better have another thunk coming or I will get my hackles up on the roof tops 
about that kind of 4 n justice or way-out currings-on. 

The house top fraxue of reference was always a favorite place of mine to use 
as a way to change the subject when things got boring or aggravating. Neighbor- 
hood chiluren who visiteu too long and wore out their welcome for the moment were 
usually told ever so nicely but quite forcefully when asking silly questions that 
the answer was on the house tops. And, when a ridiculous chUd kept fooll shingly 
interrupting as to where someone was, I would reply that he was on the house top 
rialng a bicycle to death or that beats a hen a cackling on the wood pile. They 
soon got the stupid message and left me to more Important matters as Z would re- 
spond to their witless exit as that's very white of you now. Everybody, though, 
always wanted to know where my sweetheart wife Mi 88 Ella was, so my stock phrase 
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or a response was, "Ml ss 311a is on top o;' the Louse beating eggs." That always 
got their inane attention put into proper perspective for sure. 

Getting folics's proper attention was not a difficult thing for me to do. 
Front porch family visitations w* th their oral entertainment was a Joy to share 
before the Idiot box television came into all the homes with its pandora^ box 
of unimaginative ideas. T1 s just a rehash of other folks 9 fl doings or sayings. 
All my Taylor kieth ana Kin were good at telling wild stories for fireside chats, 
but I viae the best organized with my travel tale sagas. You see, I had to enter- 
tain myself first as well, so twas no need to bore yourownself in the process of 
getting the attention of the local neighbors. I can tell a story better than you 
can imagine. I am the best of my ilk or kin to tell a yarn or spin a fancy tale. 
Now, most of my relatives were better than anything alive to turn a dollar so 
they became wealthy in banic accounts while T Just earned my supper with a song 
or tall Texas tale. I was as good at talking up a storm as my old Uncle Scotty 
was good at scaring up some money in a pinch, or just anyother old t^ng -ma-dodge 
that needed to be done in the way of financies. Just to show my quick witted en- 
tertainment sKill, did you know that every entertainer alive 4 n the whole w<de 
world ha3 a twin living In the Big Thicket forest of Texas? Well, they certainly 
do. The iaenticle twin is better than the famous starry-eyed twin and of course 
didn't want to leave Texas so he stayed home to spread his tale like 3 am doing, 
now. Yes, I am all the entertainers rollcd-up into one, myself, ^hus, all the 
really famous movie stars are truly Texans who lost their birthright by becoming 
expatriots to leave for the big bucks in show biz. &ven Al Jolson has j^Look-alike 
brother singing his heart-out in the swamps of the East Texas woods* but he is 
content to just make Toxana happy with hi a crooning words. ICvon the famous acting 
Barrymore family also fled Texas when Maurice Barrymore got shot half-dead for 
all his yankee talk against the Confederacy 1n of all places Marshall, Texas whicl 
was the Confederate capltol west of the Mississippi r^ver; all those rebel 
generals living there got on their Barrymore case so those actors became expat- 
riots in a big hurry. All the world ts a Texat* stage just waiting for some mud- 
dle minded clown to do his thing in public better than anyone else in the rest of 
this no-can-do world that resists Texan changes and trend-setting ways. 

Texas nays are usually noticed world-wide in the money making facts of life. 
The big spenders of the world seem to come from Texas. But a real true-blue Texan 
1s stingy like my Uncle Scotty. Ola Unk Scotty could make money wnen no one else 
could. My Unk turned the Big picket into a gold mine so many times without any- 
one really knowing it. He even got the place recently declared a national forest 
preserve by using environmentalist groups 1x3 a front to manipulate his own ideas 
into force so that he would have a permanent free homeplace to roam around for- 
evermore. You see, tn^t olu uncle of mine bad come over on the Ark with Noah so 
unk Knows tnat he could just possibly live forever or near abouts If he just set 
hisi stubborn Scottish nead to it. And, man, did he ever have a m1nd-set for doing 
the unusually impossible things 1n this ole life. That old man does not want to 
die and leave all his money to some unworthy spendthrift; dying was not so bad 
ole Unk always said as the thought of leaving perfectly good money to a no-account 
relative. Thus, Unk left his money to himself as his own heir. Unk was his own 
Number One son so to speak. Unk did this typical Taylor -made scheme so the ruder a 
government would never know the real difference of being himself or someone else. 
Ole Unk aid all that life and death stuff on the Fourth of July so that a truly 
holiday facade or big front of patriotism would hide his true intent; it was a 
gooa choice time. It was July 4th all aay long so that gave the old man plenty 
of time to accomplish his patriotic duty. On that freedom day, Unk haa plenty of 
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good free daylight time to get through without losing a precious minute of his 
time-is-money fortune during that eventful day's dutiful hard work. My old uncle 
Scotty 1s still alive and well 1n the Big Thicket forestlands to this very day. 

A aay is not just any old day to a Taylor unless you make it so Important 
that it can never be forgotten, I always do that sort of special thing wUh my 
long days without end. That's why I got married on Christmas Day; U was Chrlstma 
Day all aay, but it was Christmas night all night long, also— f1 gure that one out 
if you are dumb enough to try, so that gave me time erfough to do my do. *nd thus 
most of the civilized world celebrates my wedded bliss day, or so T do say when 
you can make your own special choice day like my own paw got married on Valentine 
Day. I would never have wed on half a day with no time to get it all done— I 
ain't no nincompoop for sure. Numbskulls do not run in the Taylor -made family. 
My lamliy gooa sense reputation is why so many folks bear the name Taylor- numer- 
ous lazy no-account horse thieves took the name Taylor. They wuz no dumb bell 
wnen It came to wanting to look smart anu self-righteous respectable so they just 
tu*ed an enterprising, goou sounding surname. y J 

Looking good and being friendly was our long suit as a T( 
Ana my wife Miss Ella was the best at keeping my reputation ii 
Her family was the best at whatever they did so naturally I w< 



Taylor named clan, 
intact and up to par. 
-^lly I was soon elevated to 
her lolty spot. Well, that is just my pride rattling along now for sure. I do 
tend to talk a lot. 1 am a motor boat mouth, parting the waters of goodwill. 



Talking and goodwill just naturally go together at outdoor parties. Every- 
where I have ever lived, back yard parties are the rage; we hud parties in the 




master Sunday on *pril 1 7 , 1938. Kinfolks showed-up from all over, even East Tex* 
I?™? Ves K in ^ e erfort to com enjoy some birthday cake or whatever noise 
since each hrought a covered dish as part of the growing menu. - 

Birthaay dinners were the joy of the family and friends. A truce was just 
naturally called at this festive t<me. That's how a lot of arguments got solved 
or settled and sometimes get started later over what did or did not happen at the 
gala event. Well, M1 z Elsie was there with her entourage from Commerce town- Uiz 
j£lsie ana I are just low down kinfolks, so she baked a cake that she would have 
loved to pitch in my face* I never had time or tne Inclination to eat a bUe of 
it anyway. Of course, my big sist^j^yal appeared wUh husband Victor and Loretta 
with her new grass-widow di vorcd^rSET her practical joke days on the Cesna for- 
tune. Gleeson and Vincent Shauberger also^owed. 'My dearest precious mother was 
there. (But not my father C.W. Taylor y&MSoauQe he and my mom had had a major 
Texas sized falling-out d1 sagreement^*hich is another Texan brag tale— that no 
longer held room for tne both of them ever on the same premises.) Naturally, my 
sister Lissie Love walked to my place with all her sweet children. Dude or G. W. 
Taylor II ana little grandson Trey Taylor attended with their blessed kids. 

I was thusly blessea with more useless gifts than I thought possible to buy 
in the mjast of the great depression; I could never use all the hankerchiefs and 
ties that would outfit a corporate presiaent executive suite (and me with no job 
at all; all dressed up and no place to go was my dilemma). But my enterprising 
wife Miss Ella much later made quUt covers out of the ties and sewed dish towels 
out of the hankies. Of course, I lied through my teeth, saying that 7 very much 

liked all the gifts. Wow, that was a bigger lie than all the tall tales T ever 
tola in my long life going from pillar to post travels all over Texas. Well, it 
was after all my birthday all day long so we did have a fine time. I liked perco- 
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lator coffee pots the best so I did receive a brand-new hand-blown glass carafe 
made just Tor me. But H kept getting empty so it must have had a hole <n the 
bottom as 7 liked to tease the glussmaker v.hen I sipped the top side dry. The 
home cooked fresh vegetables were hot as hell on the top side as I joked about 
grabbing an over-heatea dish. But the Official birthday cake was b 4 g as I was.. 

The official b^rtnuay ca*e on this day of days- that was my Easter Sunday 
birthday as well had been baked by my sweetheart wife Miss Ella and her good 
fr^enas. It was six feet tall una full of icing. It had been baked in a kiln, 
out 1a the back yara of a neighbor who made brlc/cs for a living. The cnke mist tare 
weighed a ton. The icing was whipped out of a big Jersey cow that ran wild 
the co^unlty as a public ju^ce factory for the poor folks to get free milk to 
feed their young, but my special birthday being on Easter Sunday ana all. let my 
family have the right to catch a little free titty ju<ce from that wUd cow, but 
that bovine milker got cold feet ana froze her cream In the utter bag about giving 
her milk so freely; all we got out her was thick-as-eggs-mi lky-1 ci ng that just 
spurted onto that man-si zea cake of m^ne. Or so I was told. 1 would not spoof 
you on my ulster Sunday birthday for sure. 

ijTven the milch cow came to my birthday event* since she was just over the 
backyard fence. Everybody enjoyed what we had to eat since beggars can't be 
chosers as my visiting out-of-work relatives so aptly stated while enjoying the 
freebies of my big birthday party that lasted all day long like old home-week 
per soni f J ed. 

That was indeed my birthaay all day long. And <t had started in the wee hour* 
of the aark morning ju^t to get ready for the relative crowds. Ky sweetheart wife 
Miss Ella baked free yeast rolls the size of bowling balls or East Texas snow- 
balls depending on your experience of Texas winters. Man, were those rolls ever 
good ana hot fresh from the oven of that kiln since thousands of folks showed for 
my name uay event. The whole down-home bunch helped eat the goodies. Those fresh 
yeast rolls nearly branded my fingers like a yearling calf marked for l<fe when 
I sneaked a big bite or as I would joyously exclaim, "That 1 ! heavy on top when 
the cooked-1n heat made me arop one on the ground. 11 Even the hound dogs founa the 
dropped buiscuit roll too heavy hot on the top to bite into and run off to eat 
under the snakey house. Watching those dogs burn their long tongues on u dropped 
roll was a mercy to behold, T celebrated so much that my get-up-and-go ju^t got 
up and went. My tired was hanging out for sure at the end of this day long birth- 
day anniversary* Ana I do honestly believe -that this one-day long celebration 
really is what made me age the whole year's worth of growing to look older on 
that date. I surely felt much older the next clay. The good times do taKe tnelr 
toll* &it then tne homebrew or old houch that the good ole boys brought may have 
added that heavy experience to my feeling like a mare »s-ta1 1-of-a-wi nd-1 n-the- 
air. Took darn nearly a whole week to get me bacK to feeling my old self after 
all that fresh air Texas fun. And my wife Miss Klla was her typical holy-rolli er- 
than-thou self around rue too. She never let up on my frame to quit the souse 
for good (it took another full eleven years for me to take the teetotal truth of 
abstinence on my next faster Sunday birthday celebration on /tpril 17, 1949). Z 
comir.lt special acts on my most special of all birthdays, let me tell you. 

My special birthday appreciation gift in return to my sweetheart wife MjBB 
Ella was not to worry her to death, or else. She laid the law down without ever 
raising her voice. That's why I had to join alcoholics annoynmous to quit my 
long time drinking problem, but that was years awtey while I was still thinking 
that I was still young enough to handle the drinking problem; but that 1s another 
liar's tale tall story. I just wanted to wait until I was too old to enjoy the 
good drinker's life anymore before I gave up the good atuiT. My he*d felt so big 
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or so ding-dong bell-rin^ng when I moved around sudaenly the next day that my 
children coula wneedle anything oi' a foolish promise out of me Tor them just to 
be very quiet and extremely still. I would consequently agree or consent to just 
about any old thing- be-dodge in order to have a little peace ana qu<et all the 
next week. Ju^t between you-and-aie-and- the-gate post, all I really wanted to do 
*as sleep it off. I was drunk as a skuuk English Lord on my naxaeday but I did 
manage to pretend that I was otherwise sober for the sake of good social appear- 
ances. Finally, darkness came to let me get brave enough to go to bed early and 
thus not admit I was sousea to the gills. 

bedtime came slower than molasses that birthday time. The last one to bed is 
a rotten egg Kindly announced my sweetheart wife M*ss Ella, and that was all she 
said about my spree that arunKen night. Everyone else had long preceeded me to 
sleepy land. 7 was dead on my feet and a wicked sight to see, ugly as si n as I 
have of ton enough been told ever since that lovely day. Every dark cloud of life 
has a silver lining as the old saying goes-~thut f s why my sweetheart w^fe M<s3 
Ella kept her trap shut to let me toast the whole world without my hearing even 
one of all her no-no's spoken; she Just gave me enough rope to hang my own self 
like little tight fingers tieing strings like love-knots twisted in a sweetheart 
hanKorchief to her apron strings. Miss Ella just bit her lower Hp that day wh<le 
I flapped my jaws. But that special nameday 4 s st^'ll my most memorial birthday 
celebration ever. And I still say the last one out is it, for me* 

This special sninaig birthday party in southeast Texas during the miserable 
Great Depression tiine wu^> the lust really big times celebration of my long life. 
Wo soon moved buck to the family home place. A pluou cullud Cijumiereu in tho north- 
central part of East Texas near Dallas was our old tlmey touchstone roots; all 
our close loved ones resided nearby, even my low down Ktiss Elsie. Our b<g move 
back to home was on Labor Day of 1939* The Great Depression was finally relenting. 
The fine old house namea Winnlford Way, built by the grandfather of Miss Ella f s 
daa t was being refurbished to look grande again to welcome the weary k^n travel- 
ing souls. A new coat of paint d1a wonders for the old homestead. We thus got all 
dressed-up in our glaa rags to go bacK home to Winnlford Way. 

We packed our raggedy things into a borrowed lumber truck that Victor Shau- 
berger was glad to lend us. We had to leave Nosey Lee the kitty cat who haa just 
borne a little of kittens that the White family across the roaa reluctantly ac- 
cepted. But the dogf^u Boots was held firmly in my little boy's arms; that ole 
hound dog rode all the way back to deep East Texas in that boy's lap or we would 
have left that canine also. If my 30journ life and sweetheart w*fe Miss Ella 
sound too gooa to be true,- then so be it. My wife Miss Ella exists in all her 
prestine glory of my life only because I am a true-blue faithful husband fearful 
of losing her if ever 1 should fool around with some loose woman like some of my 
redneck yahool good ole buddies do. My sweet wife Miss Ella waits on me hand and 
foot; she still draws my bath water after fifty-odd years and lays my fresh 
clothes out to wear after bathing me. I could never run away on a wild hair be- 
cause I don't even know where my own things are kept. I am on a love leash; 1 am 
her love slave, head over heels in love w*th this girl of my dreams so I just 
have to put up with her domesticating ways. You know, 3 fell in love w*th Miss 
Ella when I first saw her picture on Miss Elsie's mantle— that 's why I can never 
hate Elsie for any of her meanness (she brought me the love of my life). And Miss 
Ella also saw the same love-knot i n me at her first s^ght of my likes, enough to 
impulsively return her previous engagement r*ng back to ex-fiance Tom Drake who 
was twice her age when I walked into the parlor room of her fine ancestral home- 
place. My contender wt»s off-l<m<ts to her heart after that. I won with a glance. 
And we haven't lost sight of each other since tnen. 
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LABOR DAY RETURN TO OOD^ COUNTRY 
Labor Day of 1939 was a sight like sore eyes done seen Christmas coding early 
to us fully grown folks. We wuz happy as if we had good sense or no two cents at 
all to buy gasoline to pet back home to God's Country. The look of the open road 
through the wilderness trail leading back home to a place called Commerce town. 
My family and me wuz more than ready to take the last look at this poverty row 
called home'on our fly-by-night pidgeon holed premises that we had been anxious 
to leave far behind for years. This endless seeming decade of hard times called 
the Gr^at Depression was long over due to cease and desist. Thus, Labor Day week- 
end of 1939 was our personal God-riven liberation date from being exiled in pover- 
ty from the old homefolks back at Winniford Vfey homepl8ce (and to think that we 
v/ere living down here in land of opportunity or milk-and-honey, one of only a 
fev/ booming economies around Houston during the world-wide depression that made 
foreigners from the rest of the world think we had streets of gold for sidewalks — 
guess my folks and me expected more rewards out of life since our hard-working 
ways usually paid off so well till now). 

The hard-times Labor Day of 1939 was indeed a red letter day for us adults 
so you can imagine the jubilation of the children as well. It was a welcome change 
of something nice and joyous to finally come along to end this terrible Great De- 
pression for us and the rest of the country as well. We wuz done packing before 
the chickens went to be<3 and long ready to leave before the rooster crowed the 
next morning at first light; we wuz heading back home to God f s Country which for 
w us-all n was located nearby Commeroe town. You know God f s Country is the same for 
everybody the world-over; its 1 s where the heart is or where you got n born-dld n 
and you always wanta go baok if folks there treated you half-Y«y decent as a child 
growing up. But in Texas, God's Country is everywhere in our borders and has a 
welcome mat experience just av/aiting; we good natured T^xans don't never tYirn 
folks away, even though we might turn away from a mean SOB' s weasel two-faced 

tooth v Ami 1a 

Vfe wuz all smiles going back home, let me tell you, back to the place we 
started from, the very heart of God's Country. Getting back home to God's Country 
was no major problem because my brother-in-law Victor Shauberger was a good man 
who loaned us one of his sawmill lumber trucks to peck my kids and personal be- 
longings back into our heartland of happy awaiting good times (and we would sur- 
prise all our kinfolk because stamps cost too much to waste even on good news). 
Vlotor loaned us his best truck driver as well to bring that lumbering truck back. 
And he sent gasoline money along, too, as we learned at each gas station stop. 
Of course, old Vic was still the richest sheriff In Texas so he could v/ell afford 
the noble gesture of getting rid of us, especially ne. But he and my little boy 
would miss each other like crazy. Well might Victor hav* tired of seme of my 
shenanigans or tomfoolery; my high spirited antics must have been a tafW 1 and 
tribulation on his good Quaker nature, a real test of his faith v/ith ail my rood 
intentions of arhanoured trickery. A grown man* s mischievous activity is like a 
half-grown coon dog chasing his own tall in circles but not hslf so funny. Yet 
all my tricky behavior was just from the practice of having fun and not ever want- 
int to hurt anybody in the funning process. All my innocent intended fun that 
baok-fired on me was when I found a pretty looking colored snake to place inside 
a shoe box, v/hich I in turn put In his living room that was a circular shape in 
his nice elegant round house shaped home. V/ell, that serpent was a coral snake as 
pretty as you please that even had fooled an old country boy like me into believ- 
ing it was a king snake; I had never seen such a sight like It before and just 
wanted to share the beautiful experience. 

What an experience we did have. Poor oXd Vic got his fat self into high gear 
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and used a big stick to rid his home of that slithering menace as I soon learned 
to appreciate his consternation and extremee caution to remove the slimy serpen- 
tine intruder. You had to be there and see Victor* s face to appreciate that fun- 
ny episode, Vic only got the dry grins when that snake tale always got told, and 
he never allowed me to forget it either. And I would not blame him none for send- 
ing me back home to deep ^ast Texas for saf ety 1 s sake of the whole family survival. 
So, you can now understand why we wuz finally being sent on our way with a truck 
driver to see us clearly out of the Big Thicket forest lands. '.Vow, we were happy 
as if we had rood sense to know better tc be on our way home back to our home- 
place in all our cl*Z rags that were holey to hell as could be from the long-drawn- 
out ten years of the Great Depression that pert nigh used up everybody's funds 
forevermore, or so it seemed at the time of all that harengus # 

Everybody seemed glad to see us leave Southeast Texas cause they wuz all there 
to "dave us good bye, yet they cried a river of tears enough to float a battleship 
down to yonder and back, Just to make us feel sweet sorrow for moving away (now, 
that is the good Texas spirit to make you hate leaving a bad thing behind). At 
least my teary eyes were full of crooodile tears for leaving that malaria infested 
swampy place (But my little boy to this day loves that horrid place because some 
of his best memories are around those parts with his riding shotgun with the High 
Sheriff of Liberty County). Yet I was more than r^ady to get myself back to civi- 
lization again. Riding through the piney woods forest lands of deep ^ast Texas in 
a big lumber hauling truck full of my own household stuff sure b*at walking back 
home all to pieces. I was too old now to do much walking all over the state of 
Texas like I usta do with my old Uncle Scotty in the old days when I was much 
younper. They say that the legs are the first thing to go when old age is just 
around the corner ready to jump on a young man like a million fleas hopping on an 
unsuspecting hunting hound one at a time during a distracting dog fight that keeps 
his thoughts on something else till it is too late (as if it would have done any 
good in the first place to plan to avoid it). But my old Unk is still to this day 
living in the Big Thicket woodlands someplace seculded— his old age don't hurt him 
none in the least because he hides from It. Nothing can find that old man unless 
he v/ants to be found out about. Old Unk Scotty only comes out on the edge of the 
Big Thicket forest to buy or get a few supplies and see how the rest of the world 
is coming along with all its fussing and fighting that causes major world wars; 
he aln f t yet got over the fact that the world did not leave good enough alone v/ith 
the first great '/fear Id War that v/as fought to end all wars. 

The worldly life v/as passing me by for sure as it had all during the past ten 
years of this Great Depression. I was a backwoodsey homebody through the necessity 
of having no money to go anywhere. But I was not alone in this poverty; most of 
the looal gentry fell in this category, even the rich were poor for a change. The 
whole countryside itself had really changed in upper Sast Texas during the Great 
Depression. You could see that basic change at just a glance; not much junk iron 
was laying around houses: no rusted out old cars remained in the front yards back 
then (we need to have another to* on junk, judging by the looks of all the messy 
trashy places today thet have strawn stuff all around). Folks had sold everything 
not nailed dov*i, sold every piece of old iron and rusty tin that could be turned 
into cold cash. Old worn-out cars no. longer oluttered-up the lawns of nice homes 
or even falling down shacks. The good ole boys had cleaned up, selling the metal 
for a few measley pennies or whatever could be gotten for the scrap iron; rubbish 
and salvage wreckage just disappeared to the junk yards. % Tot much wildlife was 
i«ft roaJnr around either to prey on the chicken pins. The rabbits and wolves had 
all got killed end et up by the good ole boy hunters getting their much needed 
free food during the decade hard times years of the Great Depression. No loose 
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pets dared to roam the neighborhoods because they rot made Into hot tamoles or 
some such concoction of a meat pie, for free of course. Cats on the prowl m8de a 
rood stew, Just like their squirrel cousins *ot oooked v/hen caught' and they all 
made pretty good eatings v/hen you are hungry and money is very short to buy real 
elegant food stuffings, durinr this Oreet Depression, caused by the big rioh of 
our own United 3tates. 

?ood was about all that we had to think about as something good to hope for 
in our lives on this return trip to God's country in upp«r Tast Texas, The jar- 
ring of the lumber truck made you hungry or something else about as bad during all 
these hard-times days of the Great Depression; v/e got the daylidhts Jolted out of 
us all along the long way back home to Commeroe, Texas the place of my birth and 
growing up days. The car seat was like riding a pogo stiok during rush hour traff- 
lo in a big olty and everybody else that we seen in other cars on the road going 
the opposite way looking for better times that we had already left behind as more 
of the* same were all being jolted by the bumpy roadway. Ve hit our teeth toe-ether 
and nearly bit our tongue that had to stay back in our mouth to avoid losing it 
like an Arab caliph cutting it off for some unknown blasemphy. My tongue was my 
greatest asset now th8t poverty was a way of life. I always could talk my way of 
most anything that was troubling me or about to get the best of me, tut not this 
n Gr°et Depression" could I out-talk or make it go away by speaking my piece to bor« 
it to pieces* Nothing I said made any difference bock then but that did not stop 
me from trying. But I had to hold ay peace and keep somewhat quiet v/hen the bumps 
cane slong or I could hsve been permanenly disabled or left speechless forever. 
I still had my ssy, to break the monotony. Everybody watched the roadway very clos- 
ely as if to spy sane treasure lying in the middle of the roadway; we wpre prepared 
to stop for the least reason, especially if something tangible and valuable look- 
ing were spied on the pavement. We kept our eyes pealed for sure all the time. 

The kids had the best place to see all the wonders and valuables thst lay 
ahead • ;e had feather beds on top of the heap of the furnishings so we took turns 
laying on those 6 or 7 feather beds oiled on top; v/e could cet-nap and cotch up 
on all the sleep v/e se*med to be losing from the bouncing truok. No rain fell as 
we were In a draught as well as a dry spell of no money; it all went together for 
sure in these hard-times days and nights. 

The sun beat down on the riders in the truck bed; we had to use old va§rn out 
umbrellas for shade and even tried to use a sheet tied to the side bosrds with a 
stick in the middle like an Arab sheiks tent but the Hind from the road kept blow- 
ing it down and had to be held onto for dear life all the time; that was nearly as 
bad 83 no shade stall, ./e didn't mind the inconvenience though since we were atle 
to be riding in a vehiole on the road to someplace else besides back to Channel- 
view; we were on the go v/hen most folks had to stay home because of gasoline money 
to motor about. The hum of the ras eating engine was music to our ears for sure* 

The hot blistering wind in our fac*s really burned th* skin but no never mind 
for that chaffing condition; we were riding the roads finally at long last again. 
Had to leave all the windows down and the wing flaps at an angle to direct all the 
8ir possible inside the cab; v/e were hungry for movinr- air that kept the terrible 
h*at from seeming so unbearable. u'b were like hunting dogs v/ith the blsst of air 
hitting our heads all the time. And eyeshsdes were not a common thing back then, 
•e had^to ride with our eyes half closed or sometimes with only one eye opened at 
a time and then alternating back and forth to save on the eye burn. Only a big eye 
opener happening on the road got a full look or rated a wide-eyed look that the 
kids were sure to holl«r well in edvanoe of reaching since they w«re s*ntin«ls on 
to- of the truck but my wife ^iss ^lla always rode with then; she did not beli-ve 
£ o5l£!n be?** anvwhere alone since something could always go wrong to make a 
£l!d "2 chances that lead to catastrophe so she was ^JSA^JSS^ 

about ran out of ideals, nev*r words though for they ,<ust popped out. I talked 
a blue streak about the news and how 'Iltler was on a tear. 
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I rattled along like an empty wagon being pulled by a worn-out tean of wild 
horses from the sound of my own voice. My tongue v&s tied In the middle so that 
both enis could keep going full speed. I kept everybody In stitches fro^i all the 
observations about life and the roadv;ay curiosities along the way. 

The roads were full of potholes or chughcles as we country folk say, even 
though I was city born and bred In the environs of Commerce whloh Is called a hick 
town by the city slickers from the million-plus populated centers of Industrial 
commerce. *7e wuz about half way home when vie got as far as Marshall, Texas* This 
was ol^ home town stomping ^rounds for the Taylor clan so I expounded on the olden 
days of glory around this neck of the woods In the heart of the Plney Woods countr 
s<de. Wi stopped at the old Confederate Capitol building which governed ell the 
Confederacy .Vest of the Mississippi River as well as the state of Texas end was 

for the other southern Confederacy states, in safe keeping 
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from the burning fever of the yankee generals. I'y dad would hav* removed his ha 
and stood for a full minute in complete sU^fent prayer shielding his hlA7t| for 
he was horned un'er that long-ago country's flag ill 1862. W* saw the fW*ara* . 
what they was worth before gassing up and going back onto the roadway-, we wuz tlre< 
and worn to a frazrl* for sure. Ve needed to stretch our legs and find or make a 
bathroS! stoo ospeciallv the younglns. The sights in those days were a mess to 

f«ct strangers where the road went or we could waste e lot of rssonne 8 l"* r 1 " 
««««ftfl lord onlv knows where. V.'e never knew exactly where we v/uz, except in 
uz st li X Texas and not at all near our old ho^eplace M. * alv«ys kn»w that 
"I t m i n Texas because the wind blows rirht up a Texan' s nose when not in 
5. own state so we te^jdM the gentle ^JSSS^S \?l£u*E 
oats on our skin. .fa stopped all alone the way xo ret a ^ « „«e nohodv had money to 
with honefolks who sat on their porches to kill th« tia* since 2?,°?L so 
«o anvwh^re and no radio to listen or pass their tine; no -<-ork existed !° 
K-rw--Sv was rone with no plaoe else to go. Some happy go lucky folk! sanr and 

SOT 5**m mX s.'stss: SiM^UW?."^ «. 

rainy season started to keep folks °* her ** s ® Z wl 5*J and scream like a 

little kids ride tricycles or throw baseballs or Just run J ol J,J g 0R 

banshee JS^J^ff I fil or \wo1urse*lves°wnen the music was 

the fun when invited; we ««jJ 1 = a |?%J 8 { 1 5 0 " ld ^gple their toes to the beat of 
lively and even a good hards.ieiJ. a **?l?z vJh l n the IlKFins pot real »ood and 

the good times. Sometimes we stayed J^y^lSyS'on oir^tJSo/of household gOOftOj 
the folks were real friendly but we biwbjs »v y T^oots was 

we slept on top of the f MfMl • »Joj JH/'SftSt tO*fto StteSoS U the bushed 
always with us but never left too trttO ^^•JJ? k 7thet dog ws worth his weight 
or wandered very far fro-i tM 81 ^ > ;,„' ,! Ath B ve n'-«>ance. Cur new roadside friends 
in food for sure; he guarded our ^ v/ore wor3e off than they end to 

or buddies liked to hear and see *°*gat the Bi« Thicket and my brother- in- 

Karn all the new. ^^^JS^^J^SeS'liiaVert for hours; folks liked 
law sheriff Victor Sheuberger really i^ak g ^J^^, of h0 w my rich relatives 
to hear about my poverty and then to gox .11 for 30 me reason sending 

live- the rood life and ^ySLgS pert of ?ast Texas. m # 

e driver to return my family to the Can -pa - P^ r £ porches since folks f-ared 

The occaaion did not often «1« to dance on tne P ^ e 

odd thing about traveling ^ that °,reat ^eoresslon* tu. u » 

been at up by the hun.ry ^/^J a0 ^ 8 or a lone ™lf •W; 1^ 

pine on the road, no rabbits 10 * v « r yone»s face; I am i U9t f u -; r r; " „ k( , pg 

£aroo food kept a hungr y JJJ^J^S 8 «id"SI? them for food^ no ^W;hair yan k a- 

^•ool- did not massacr- their , d bad Tj 0U thlnc Texas like -nay «u 

£11 here ^.en with all th-ir °^^i^ b-ed for sure into some potluck Texas 

their sort would nave been a vanish inc ° r J° f for sure> bu t some pcod 1 

t ««n n~f* course jOKing ■ * 
st^»W for sure, l aia wl 
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>ught, especially if they took Ali^ece value the famous 
)?6sAL essay seriously like some Little Hitlers would do 
like the real full-grown original Big Hitler In -Germany 
.8 own pleasure. Anywsy, you Just never saw wildlife 
Is for several years even after the Cr^st Depression; 
•y folks like us. 3ven T shot birds out if- til* sky for a 
1 the kids picked up d«od shot birds to cook, caus« we 
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cestors handled the rood old days when their world was being destroy 
at the very gates or scnesuch calamity of a shoot out on the publio i 
downtown v/innsboro. All this rehashing kept us busy to the wee hours. 
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more nearly worn out staff that was just different from our old things end also 
this made us feel prosperous and rood a rain to be able to dicker for different 
stuff for a change. This brightened our spirits about good tim*s being Just around 
the corner or on the next road* #Ve kept stooping to ask directions from folks who 
just wanted to talk and see somebody different so we did not get reliable inform 
mation and thus ended up near Poles Orphanage between Oreenvile and >;uenlln. John 
Boles was the famous silent era movie star and hailed from that area where his 
Church of Christ family resided as namesakes for that churchy orphanage. Not very 
many roads were paved so the dry season was the tine to travel and also th* bridge 
re rickedy and swayed badly; the so-called TV or farm-to-markat roads were well 
enough graded to allow water run off but no permanent pavement. This caused the 
truok to bounce a lot and our heads nearly hit the lln^r of the cab; the ride was 
smoothest for those sitting on the feather beds. And the dog Boots was soon piece* 
there permanently because he ate too much of the table scraps or sweet potatoes 
or yams that were fed to the Chorryv/ood dors and this cause! flatulence or £88. 
We all suffered when th» road bumte pot really bad. 

The truok so loaded was too nervy for most of the bridges so we had to walk 
ah^ad on the wooden bridges and test the load l*velj^*it took all of us jumping on 
the bridge to t«*st the sway or groaning giving of th<* timbers. This further delayed 
our return trip. V/e even had to really detour around scarey looking bridges and 
thus we ended back at Como which was a suburb of iVinnsboro even though we did not 
traverse the same roadway, I guess, since no signs existed to tell us. Ve did not 
return to Cherrywood which would have gotten the old horse laugh by the folks that 
we did not know how to g a t back to CfOd f s Country afterall. "Ye, this time, heeded 
straight for Sulphur Spring which was the courthouse capitol of Hopkins County 
and then only 15 miles from the farm. Surely, w* could find our way this time. I 
was retting pretty nifty at following the sun since v/e were goinr westward entirelj 
now an3 surely could not get lost among the shadows of the pine trees again; the 
red clay of tflnnsboro turned to the black waxy loam that covered most of the land 
around the farm. The trees became s ft rai and marginal growth that just abruptly 
ended where the piney woods played out just 10 miles from Sulphur Springs, on the 
South ed«;e. The scarcity of trees really made things seem bleak after all the 
hanging Spanish moss and plentiful growth in the Big Thicket and Piney '.'foods, all 
so close and yet so contrasted different. 3ut we liked the way our old home stamp- 
ing grounds looked after years of being away in poverty. The bayous had become 
shallow creeks and the sluiceways were ditches all dried up now. The nasty*smel- 
ling sulphur springs water came from sulphur bluff weter; the bluff just sluffed 
off into the water or slough formations. Y**s, we were in God's Country as we knew 
it and thus liked it that way. 

Nearer we got to Sulphur Springs, I then knew everybody who lived along the 
roadsides; my cousins came out to Jaw bone and give a holler. The Clifton and 
l/elton cousins still owned their farms ths t raised watermelons and peach orchards; 
my mother Laura ?!stelle Sullivan had a sister who married into those landed famil- 
ies and the sister who roarried a Steen was the most high falutlng of all in fancy 
"silk stocking" row in Sulphur Springs; a Steen wed a Garvin and visa Garvin v«f 
fine spinster "teacher at the college in Commerce making her branch-water kin to me 
and raykids as well as my eldest brother William's son /eldon v&c also taught at 
S.T. College. All the kin thought that we were better off getting away from all 
the smelly refineries near Channelview and Houston; the skunk city fowl factory all 
was an ill wind from hades orko the 'kin joked, saying that the clean air of North 
*&st Central Texas air here was a breeze from heaven so pure and cle8n»ci '^iven 
showed off an armadillo that v/e had brung with us to let folks in this neck of thl 
woods see and wonder at God 1 s creations. No one had seen such animals or n an ma 1- 
mules" as some cousins called the critters. The poor little armour plated tning 

t'r> turn this Dart of heaven into hades for sure. 'Ye visited my cousin Sally Hcber 
t^P wrn uuxo ^ ^mirle voked eggs and then back onto the roau. 



Back to old Black Jack Orove on th® old King's Hiphwey or Cameo H«el from the 
1688 «ra or the Road to Jefferson as us Anclos renamed the roadway that nov/ bore 
the federal government nomenclature as Highly 67 (or modern Interstate 30). Vi 
could not get enough of the good hometown slrhts; the two-story Breach mansion was 
pretty as ever just 3 miles ?ast of old Black Jack Grove or Cumby as nov* called* 
The 3roech columned mansion had been a Stapecoaoh Stop, built by 9ilas Johnson who 
went to California Gold Rush and buried gold on the place that got him killed by 
his wife and h**r hired hand-soon-to-be-husband; that Johnson was related to the 
7/innifords through Susan Johnson tfinniford from St. Louis, Missouri and all their 
Johnson City, Tennessee relatives. We reached the old ?lack Jack Grove of trees 
and turned northward onto the farm tc market road in Cumby at the post office that 
led to the homeplace .'Jinniford '/ay. 

Roadway si^hs did not happen until you wuz fast upon them and then passed 
where you were going or else not able to read them for all the dirt on the sign 
often times shot full of holes or all the paint warn off the surface. Of course, 
we did not need road signs in this part of God's Country since we knew every pig 
track and rabbit run for miles and miles. Life the back of our hand, we kn*w where 
we wuz, now for sure, tfe wuz still crowded beyond words; the dog Botts was still 
sitting In my little boy's lap. 

V/e did not have much room for ourselves by now so picking up hitchhikers was 
most unlikely since nobody had anyplace to go anywhere, with no money to spend for 
eats when av/ay from home where the rabbit or squirrel stew was at least free and 
plentiful, v/e had side boards on that old lumber truck, to hold all our household 
stuff so the dog couldn't look out easy when on top of the furniture and this made 
for having to ride in the cab with us road navigators. ?fe got waved at a lot by 
all the folks along the way because they thought it funny that a dog got to ride 
with its head out the window when hard working folks had to walk along. We must 
have been a pretty sight of oddity back then but also folks liked to see activity 
going on back then. Just being on the go was a gr*at accomplishment for sure durinp 
this Great Depression, v/e must have looked like the luoky ones in this world to 
those poor folks still stuck in the poverty of their great depression. His were 
free-wheeling and sccjtt-free or so It seemed to our way back home to the good life 
at the old homeplace named ./inniford '.'ay. Vi were no better off than when v/e had 
left in the first place to find jobs. 

V/e had left in the first place because of the ,^ob offers aroind oil town 
Houston v/ith its booming oil refineries. A refinery Job v«s big success and a sure 
sign of wealth back In those hard luck -ays. But you had to have a lep;al address 
in that area the year before the Great Depression hit or else no employment so we 
had come to the land of milk and honey where the streets of *old waited for those 
with family connections. Vlotor Shauberger gave me work because I did a good job 
and made better help than breaking in a totally new employee and I made as much 
wages as I would have anywheres else* 

This last leg of the long trek back to God's Country made me remember all the 
reasons that I left and then was so eager to return; this 30 minute ride was like 
my whole r°cent life flashing before my eyes. Besides, my wife's homeplace was 
running over with relatives on the dole. Her ?ood old kind hearted ded would not 
deny~aiiy kinsman a bed and breakfast when returning to the old land-rant home- 
stead* their common demoniator of 8 grandfather urban* Alexander whe had oeen a 
magistrate during the Republic of Texa. days around Money Orove had more progeny 
than you oould count in tho?e hard times days. I Just felt obligated to go fin- 
my own Job of room end board when I might oould relieve the burden of fee J l "£ V 
four mouths at - his large country home that had become a hofcal to the gjjjgj- 1 
also mainly got .way from my sister-in-law and ««r ^SlSle tnS old 

51a le always had her Serrlere in the air (tale over the aaanooarn ia to. w* 

truth- so my broadus Is showing gJJJJ 3 n ° JggJ-™* chicken. I don't thumb my 
about as my arse is always the southend or a hotmbuiuiu 



nose at nobody's bsckside or say at your back what I would not express to your 
yacklnr face so your fanny Is not what I want to talk about* * f y backside has Veen 
aralnst the wall for finding a job for ten years now during the long Great Depres- 
sion and my hinny isn't showing when I tell the truth about my relatives* I would 
never bore you with a dumb story be it *ver so dull either. 

This last leg of the long drive back home wa3 full of questions from my lit- 
tle boy 3obby; he had decided that surely to God w» were about to be back home at 
every turn of the road or ev^ry hill top where he expected to see the large old 
house named V/lnnlford 7ay show its peaked cables nnd long gallery porches. 

I was nearly hoarse from saying, "Kot yet." I had explained till I was blue 
and black in the faoe. And I was tired of the same old inquiry so I told more of 
my suspense filled tales* T would do anything to kill the time more pleasantly 
than yammering about the next housetop being our final destination* Kids will be 
the death of a parent's patience yet* 

Vfe finally did make" it home to v/lnnlford fey, none too soon* Th* tall gables 
first peaked, and then the four gallery porches came into full view. The gate 
though seemed farther off than the whole trip originally staring had seemed; we 

Wlnniford was playing his stuff after supper. The long porches were full of rela- 
tives sitting to utoile away the hot days after a pleasant repast at the dinner 
table. A total of eleven outside doors rave entrance onto the four verandahs. "?ach 
porch was fifty feet long so the place was overrun by kin. The front verandah had 
square posts or coIutjib with a three foot set of steps— that ole steamboat style 
house was a pretty sight for these old sore eyes to behold* 7e were indeed home. 

Ho one knew exactly when we were coming; we had not known for sure ourselves 
when we could get to use an empty truck to haul us home with a willing driver to 
come our way so far from Hardin busy saw mills. But good folks took advantage of 
any opportunity to take a Jaunt in a car or truck during the depression. Yflien I 
saw a ii those fine kinfolks on the gallery porches, brough a bit of noisture to 
my eyes. And it must have done the same for them because they wuz relieved that oui 
load of goods was not a truck load of beg^ers passing through, ford of our arrival 
spread from the Eastward .alleries all the way around the porches to the west ex- 
posure where the lawn games of orooket or croquet es the purist spell it was still 
ensuing while the violin music filled the outside air* 

Naturally, I thought about the oommotion of people or rreat activity of folks 
jumping off those long gallery porches to see us now were much like the day when 
the big yellow 3uick in the olc surrey hoase caught on fire. That big yellow Buick 
v;as a lovely graeious old 1929 roadster type with a mother-in-law s*at in the far 
back that stuck far outside the doors of the surrey house which had to be left 
open all th* time when the fine oar was parked Inside (the west lawn was strewn 
vrtth a dozen cars when all the folks w*re home, looking like a church meeting 
perking lot). That fine oar had been the last major luxury purchase by Robert I. 
/ir.nlfard just before the Great Depression had hit. So, by the time the banks had 
all failed or been closed .^own, the V.'inniford folks were really 40WG and out, poor 
mouthing from sun-up till sun down. And thus by the time of the closed banks dur- 
ing the heart of the great depression, that fine yellow 3uick wa3 retting old and 
cranky too. On that late October morn that old car just kept baok-firing and not 
wanting to start in the cold morning air. ^iss lynna was grinding e;*y at the 
starter switch like she always did. She was dressed fit to kill as usual. Her tighi 
fitting helmet hat with a sash across her dr«ss with fringe on the ^edres made her 
look like a beauty queen winner which she was not but my own wife Viss ^lla was a 
beauty contest winner. The smell of gasoline was settling all over the place. Ker 

~ Z^l^m a** w«o flitting hirh and oretty in the extreme last seat of the 
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this tine, a ball of fire belched out of the pretty old yellow Buick. And then a 
steak of fire swarmed over the heads of the occupants of the old automobile. The 
motor was ablaze. And Miss Lynna 1 s clothes v/ere afire as well, "?v*ry hair not 
covered was scorched; the singe tubs complete, parohed off all the eyebrows of 
everyone, Miss Lynna was beating her dress or bosom, to extinguish the flames on 
the now burning tassels of her fringed olothing. A major fire v«s about to be Ig- 
nited by the back-firing engine* Eyebrows, eyelashes and all facial hair was long 
gone the way of charred dreams in this Great Depression v.lth each poor soul look- 
ing like a smudpe pot had bean stuffed into their face suddenly, ^ven my little 
boy v»s standing on the wide ran:. ing-board just to r,*t a ride out of the garage or 
old surrey house as his joy of the day. Kls little albano golden locks were burned 
clear off like a whistle to the skin, singed before he even knew what v/as happen- 
ing. A wide eyed wonderment was frozen to his face as though such fun he had never 
seen before in his short life (that f s the way kids are, to like excitement that 
could Willie death of all the r.rown-ups). /ell, the fine car and the whole hc-ne- 
place wuz aboit to be burnt up*— once the surrey house of a parage caught fire the 
whole place with its 22 out-lying-buildings of the grande old homestead called 
•tfinniford Way would have sparked to the high heavens. Thus, my tired old father-in- 
law Just rolled his weary bones bookv.ards out of the blazing car, head over his 
heels onto the dusty ditoh outside. I never knew that an old man could move that 
f«st. Uncle lob as some folks called th^ir daddy shouted to open the side flaps or 
hinged doors of the hood which covered the long engine while he scooped up double 
bir handfuls of the loose ditch soil nearby to throw onto the burning wires of the 
xoror. Of course, little Bobby 3oy and his aunt Miss Lynna scampered out of that 
singed stupor of theirs and held the car doorway back, to open the long side flaps 
of the engine coverning. That scared bunch of folks stepped back to let Mister Bob 
'.Yin nlf cord throw with a great excited force the large handfuls of dirt onto the 
flaming engine - the fire v;as thus knocked out of the burning motor parts and the 
fla-ies rolled down the sloping fender onto the running board and slowly died like 
a whipped dog, outting itself out, gasping like dying embers of a reluctant fire- 
bug gasping for its last breath (this firefly exhausted itself suddenly as it all 
had begun). The long rallery porches had been full of cousins ?£tehing but even 
they had hopped faster than a bunch of fleas at a dog convention to bead for the 
better view of all the excitement during this pending disaster* ^ven Aunt Magg as 



like Frankestlen with a full bafcket of water with the cistern rope dragging behind 
her as she had drawn a "fast buckat to run fast to the young blazing fire. The rope 
snap ed through the pulley that v;as dragging on the ground by now. Uncle Bob V/in- 
niford then gratefully washed his dirty hands in the fresh cool water say In? that 
water only spreads an oily fire so the soil was the best way to smother that blaze 
which had ironically had seemed to have a mind of its cwn an<3 just suddenly decided 
to hop out on the running board for a look and then rolled the length of the big 
old yeller Buick as folks called the pretty car. Uncle Bob then put his h<*ad in hU 
wet hands and moaned, "Now, the wires of the motor are burned to a crisp; what 
next misfortune will hajpen during this awful depression to use up every spare 
dime v/e have:" The repairs along with the tow job did indeep cost one-hundred dol- 
lars; the car lat*r itself sold for only sixty-five bucks so that v/as truly a rreat 
expense. I just could not help but remember all that excited activity when I now 
viewed the family jumping like springs on th«lr happy feet to come take a look at 
mo a^rivinr in that old worn-out lumber truck. 

Our arrival y*s expected but not definite with a variafable time of arrival, 
">en Reverend Doctor Charles T. Alexander was still th*re; he v is 1 HjJ n JJ ft JJ en J e 

baptist Convention. Chsrles T. ana my xraw r - n * mar ist^ste Urbane Ale»r*— 
->ld landrrant estate founded by the Republic ° r T** as ® a £^:; 8 £ , ,. st ecus i ns w 
So aa? died there In 1853 about where we wuz standing. These first 
£lso the best of friends from being ohlldhood playmates. The Reverend Doctor 
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Charles T. Alexander had a life-estate inheritance to the old place; he could 
visit 8nd stay there as long as he pleased but did not hold title from his grand- 
father, the old Urbane Alexander magistrate* All the kin lived on the family plot 
which totaled 22 kinsmen most of the time* That place was always like a family 
hot el • And historical ties or reminders were all over the place where a long 
de9d relative had lived and worked. 

Thus, T could not help but see history marc ring through my mind viien I viewed 
our return to that family plot called v/innifard Ytay. Little Bobby boy .lumped out 
of the truok with his lapdog Boots leaping headfirst up that long driveway. My son 
v/as the next one to hop out of that lumbering truck and ran UJ the driveway 3ust .> 
screaming his head off that he v/as home. He cried everyone 1 3 name in disbelief 
that our final destination had been reached finally. Home is where the heart is, 
as the old saw goes so this placed called Vfinnlford fey surely filled the bill 
where all the heart felt strings were tied. Labor Day ma a truly symbolic time 
for us wayward kin to return as the prodigal. H8rd work had put the old home place 
baok Into tip top shape. The old mansion v/as bein^ pained for the first time 
since all the calamity of the Great Depression had begun in 1929* 2ven all the 
regular big wig visiting relatives were still there, that being time-honored vio- 
linist Sam V/inniford 2nd of course Reverend Doctor Charles T. Alexander. 

lut my sisters-in-law ild not greet us with greet joy; they went through the 
motions of hilarity. And my wife Miss Slla acted as though she did not notice 
the In-law troubles upon her return to th* very house Inwhlch she v/as born. The 
in-laws acted as though they owned the whole darned world or was their heir ap- 
parent holdings for sure. Not even Reverend Doctor Charles T. acted like he was 
superior to anyone kin to him. 

My wife's eldest brother Horace Wlnnifard had married pretty faced 3eryl 
v/oolfe "/ard. Vlssy 3eryl could not pass a mirror on the wall without primping and 
remarking ft I am the prettiest one of all; my mirror tells me so." Gad, that was 
enough to gag a maggot or stroke a heart attack victim out for sure. Pretty faced 
Beryl with her big cow eyes had huge bug eyes and a well-eyed look to her pretty 
uppity v/ays; she had entered that fine house as a band-new tride only to inquire: 
"Yfaere will you live now, Mrs. Bob v/inniford? I am now the new Mrs. V/ir.niford of 
tfinniforS -ay, am I not?* That question still roars through my h*a3. But the mild 
mannered mother-in-law Margaret Land troop finniford reilled in kind: ,f My husband 
W8s born in this place and he hclds the deeds to this property so ycu will have 
to ask him that question." 

Beryl had a questioning look on her face ever since that day. Keith and kin 
lived in their own bedroom suite with an outside door onto a different rallery 
porch. The front verandah had square columns, wide and spacious, to announce the 
official entry way to the homey place. All 22 permanent residents of this com- 
munal family abode had their own private space galore when desired. A crowd of 
other kinsmen were also present for the holidays as visitors or free-loaders as 
Beryl called them during this great depression. All ages of family members resldec 
in th°se halls of Wlnniiford /ay. But the true-blue blood line of hard Y/orking 
relatives who held this homey place together and made it the loving home that it 
v/as were not well. Everybody was sick of some kind of malady. The elders had 
cataracts but did not complain or ever mention that fact themselves, not wanting 
sympathy like so many attention crazed kinfolks. 

Sam V/innif ord had the cloudy white cataract signs on his once steel blue eyes 
but he still played the finest violin music by memory. He made music that you coulcl 
see with your good eyes closed* 

And Robert Lee V/inniford, my father-in-law, was frail and drying up from a 
chronic heart condition. He trembled when he v.alked and a good wind seemed to near- 
ly* able to blow him over. His speech v/as getting short and crabby as though some- 
thing terribly senistcr weighed upon his troubled soul. He was sick and tired of 
a lot of things and was now not afraid of speaking his mind about it. 

aoplied every day. Never did she complain or make derogatory remarres. But neither 



d Id she smile or laugh nuch. one had burdens 2nd ailments that v/ould take 20 y°er 
to finish killing her spirit that the Great Depression had started. The terror of 
the great depression was worse than the invading troops of the Civil *ar had ever 
been on our lives, to disrupt the family circle and destroy the econoovy so com- 
pletely, :ro wonder that U.S. House Representative 7/right Patman had charged in 
the CO>TGR?SSIO>TAL RECORD that Seo . of Tr esury Andrew Mellon had caused the Gr*at 
Dep'°ssion and thus should pay somehow for his dasdardly deeds since he pot to 
keep his pr^at fortune while others want huncry and suffered because of his trlnklf 
down theory of a silly dictum that benefits the super rich only. Politics was a 
main topic around the *venlng gallery sittings and everyone read both the Republi- 
can newspapers and the Democrat papers, to get both sides in writing as what .vas 
true or false about an issue. But v/e all knev/ that only the super rich profit 
frora the laws on Capttol Hill. Ve were all sick of Idle promises and only a war 
would c*et u 3 out of Gr*&t Depression. The homeplace v/as full of loud talk 
and discussion of the Issues of the day. Sven the sound of happiness echoed 
through the *alls of the home place but no one had the joy to go with it; it vas 
an enpty ory of Joy, something missing forevermore. ?Jven Reverend Doctor Charles 

halls of the home but he did not feel the witty saying deep down either because 
too much bad eoonomio times had remained for a full decade and that stifled the 
human spirit even for a man of God. All this saddness could not be hidden by the 
veneer of the Joy of our arrival to the discerning eye. 

Ve arrived back at .Vlnnlford V/ay at dusk. Paint v/as still pealing off the 
north end of the old place and that part still looked like the awful Great Depres- 
sion itself \*ille theSouthern exposure or front entranoeway looked fine as ever 
with its fresh coat of paint f to cover the facade full of family pride end all. 
Kin began Jumping off like Jumping Jacks to come greet us. But we Just saw all the 
happy times showing on their faces for right now. The truck driver helped unload 
things to spend the night that we would n°ed first. The r?al job of v/ork began th* 
next day to store all our stuff in the barns until v/e could £et our own place and 
a Job paying wages of course. Viotor Shauber^r, bless him, hired Max to get us 
back to God's country safely and instructed the driver to go slow but my son urged 
going 80 to drive fast as the wind. And Victor in his bis new Buick or Packard 
back In Hardin oountryslde of Liberty County chuckled and replied to ny boy that 
80 Is the phone number of the local undertaker, so go slow to avoid {6ttl2l| that 
number Instead of the high speed. (Yeap, phone numbers usta be only two digit* whej 
the gossipy oooratars manned the switchboard) . Victor and ny son together went 80 
on the Hardin* roads In his new Buick until a deputy stopped th*m and shamed the 
High Sheriff of Liberty County for risking a little boy f s life at such a high rate 
of speeding, ^ut my son piped-up that he ber.red his uncle to go fast as the wind; 
why they blew the oained numbers off the auto tsgsl)! And that's no lie, so help 
me God. Those two v/ould miss each other on long official drives; they went every- 
where together, ^ven Vio f s old houseboat where they caught giant sea crabs and sea 
turtles alon* with an occasional Jelly fish. Vy boy once got caufht by the under- 
tow current or rip tide, but God and his unole Victor saved the day by catohlng 
hold of little Bobby by the toe and not letting go just like a snapping turtle 
holding till It thunders. Now, that f s the under rated truth of the matter. .fe un- 
loaded our selv-s first and then some boxes with clothes and bed sneets amid all 
the lauffhinr and tear stained cries; v/e cried a river of happiness rl~ht there on 
the driveway. Ky sweetheart wife Viss ?lla really had not thought she v/ould ever 
see her old hc-erlace a^ain; she thought she v/ould starve to d^ath first, saving 
. , 1 ' f c r the children to eat first. Heartbreak and worry ha* just about 

Sllia hZ<n Chann-lview and Hardin depression cays or so she said J^^^gr 

sig^i w to . ujrruTi :s» ft. 

glad to have us back, thank goodness. au* * folk8 llke you). All the 
I talk bad grammar so as to fit m aii the h& T & times. V.y father- 

elders had cataraots; the steel blue had fade 
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in-law could hardly walk to greet us; he had palpitations of the heart or a heart 
murmur; his wife Maggie had tad varicose vlens. And Reverend Doctor Cherles T. was 
fat as a hog, puffing with ev*>ry move. Everybody looked like warmed over death for 
sure. 3ut v/e were still glad to be back home even it was a ohamber of horrors to 
lock at or disaster waiting to happen. 

No on* talked about all their illness or aches, never oomplalned for they tfere 
all too glad" Just to be alive and finally reunite as a family group again (really 
bad siok folks don't harp about their illnesses like the put -on "sorry-essed or 
lazy no-eood folks will do anything for attention or sympathy by crying out loud 
about a hang nail being worse than the pair, of death Itself for them, and they fake 
all kinds of silments, too, as I should know). Vie all got busy the next day unpack- 
♦n£ that lumber truck so the driver Wax could soon return to smelly old South Texas 
"ouston r°finery oountry that seemed to be the sweet smell of success during this 
m»an old* depression. >/e stored things where our dog Boots could do a good wetchdog 
*ob to look after then. Boots have n«ver seen so many turkeys or chickens in the 
barn yard full of cows and horses In his life, "^ven the pet armadillo died of fri- 
ght most likely from all the new critters at the old homeplace. The plague of stick 
tights or very* small fleas lnhabitet«»d foundations of the barns so everything alive 
spent a lot of time picking fleas off; the stick-tight fleas bit often with a fer- 
ocity that was like nettles or priokly-pear needdles pricking you aU the time. The 
chlokens ate the black specks off eech other like caviar delicecy or kosher delica- 
tessen lunch tine special. Our work was cut out for us all the time. And then we 
began to paint the big old house, to finish the job proper like any out of work re- 
lative like me should do to earn his keep. Painting was my speciality. .... 

Tie Greet Depression doldrums seemed over for sure when we could now afford to 
buy 45 gallons of paint just to go around the house one time with a primer ooet. *e 
ell did the painting along; eech pitching in to do something since payday jobs were 
still scarce and we had nothing to do with our time, with all cay to do nothing. #e 
did not waste a drop of paint by letting it run down the elbow or off the brush; 
every drop got onto the dry cracked boaros of the house. The money supply was no 
longer all drW up for everyone; the rloh Winni fords now had some cash; things 
were so cheap that no one had any funds to buy anything so don't ever let folks 
tell you that Inflation is the real killer: better to have money Jj^OljOttlatlon 
rather than have such cheap hard ourrenoy prices that no one can ariorc *o 
advantage of all the good savings or low prices. 

Heaefolks -.ere not as depressed mentally as they had been for the lost ten 
vara h-ro at WiSnifwd Ky; times improved somewhat. Farm products were increasing 
in "ice anf demand: cotton had gone up some and thus things "erebeing bought for 
thP vanitv of the household. Looks can be deceiving though as I said before. The 
Poor health now* showed on tea faces of the family .No one had a -^la and hopj 
seemed a distant things even though laughter filled the air * ? r ^ en 

se of haoDlness did help soirits better than lamenting like some dour old hag or 
?J n ?esl Socmsave- such as a pre*cher-man evangelist would preeeh you to hell and 
lUl so that you woul' shutter yourself to death dreeding life that was bad 

ol°oiv b^aus-Tou had signed ar.a God* was punishing you with no having no job for 
SWSJSWU; Kind of junk religion made God into^ > mean SOB anyone of 

^^^^^^0^,^^ ofou^, even though 

we did not attend his South Baptist d ™_5J Q *f ™\ 0 _ ther lf you believed all the 

Religion and prosperity though seeaea to go ™[ ™ t r " sinful o«ofit. The 
good people of this land who said that *od wouxd ™* Se cowa at Kn- 

bounty of the land was Indeed increasing with cash markets, even the com 
nTord ,ay began to have twins. One cow had a gj-njjd ^i^nlser; 
but a jealot cousin cane with a Aotj^ ^ttdttUjd it , ^^H^tracted to sell It 
was the excuse but really done out ojjja l«J fV5T*U*2t&m fa would profit 
to a carnival act for its showcase ( that doub le jin cousin i ^ m 

from the freak calf so in the name g^^^^iHround). Could Jaja nadaa 
did not need any enemies with that g a J^ e «~JS, thingJ were just that kind of 
mint at a side show carnival. But all our ev^ry y ^ ^ ^ 0eat8 Country 
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committed, tak*s a really terrll 
I had to git cracking rack 
in my old stomping grounds of Cc 
atlon to help myself out. As She 
tale, then I will kick yours. H This advice inspire m* to gat golnr. ^he autumn 
rains esse so I had to get slogging through mud srain but this beat living on a 
desert like vAiet nearly blew my sweetheart wife "iss ^lla an* me av/ay on oftr long 
delayed honeymoon vtoen our eyes nearly mitfded ever or that covered up the Red 
River near Amarillo. life was petting back to normal again for ua. 

The home reunion and than the funeral wake for Norve iVinniford had Just about 
worn out our lips for talking and kissing all the "kissing cousins." We hurged and 
kissed till our pucker and arms nearly gave out. Ve were finally glad to see all 
the kin we had been so glad to get away from in the first placej that's how home- 
sick we were. This reunion was wonderful, better than not being there at all for 
sure. All of us had missed '.Vinniford Way, like the old dog Heck that ran away only 
to crawl back wagging his tail when coming home. Ve wuz all like old Keck coming 
hone for good now or so we thought we wuz h*re to stay. V/e got settled down in no 
time flat. But wuz v/e ever tired from that ordeal. Then, I had to entertain every- 
one by relating my experiences back in the Big Thicket woods of Liberty County; I 
was not really ready to remember all the things of our exile as I called it from 
the homefolks but T had to go on with something to say. And what I know best was 
all the funny things that done happened to use wl th a wee-bit of exaggeration all 

ing so much back then for sure. Of course, } f iss Lynna could help me out since she 
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had visited several times and knew the lie of the land well as I did (the lie of 
the land was an apt description since the "lay" of the land was too mild a term) • 
She always came the week before Christmas, to bring us all the presents for the 
children back then since she really was ole Saint Tick herself, My children never 
wanted for xraas candy and do-dad toys since she brought the frills while we barely 
provided the essentials. >r iss Lynna started the chatter-dcwn memory lane that 
would entertain the hair off a dog; she told about driving on the sandy beaches of 
Galveston Bay and nearly stuck forever in the soft sand; she had a voice that told 
all the scarey and exciting things just like they happened when she saw the weird 
oddities of the Gulf Coast area; she could write those same feelings into her let- 
ters too. She should have been a great author about the family tales. 

The itfiole Taylor family delegation went along on the auto tour when the regal 
Miss Lynna visited; she looked like a queen with her lone; neck, slender hands and 
narrow long feet on her six foot frame and acted like the Queen of Sheba or actuallj 
more like the sainted Queen Margaret, the wife of her ancestor King Malcolm III of 
Scotland. Anyway, Miss Lynna was down to earth for having fun and drove her own 
car down there to visit us; she had a Big Yellow Buick convertible; her long hair 
blew in the wind like silk. "And the wind always says Lynna Vfinniford when you 
listen closely," laughed the elegant Miss Lynna (oh, yes, she called herself Miss 
Lynna for that added to her own mystique of once having been married and yet not 
called Missy, but ladies of quality Southern women get called Miss or whatever theij 
name like Miss ^lla for ray sweatheard wife even long after being married and being 
even the mother of several children) ♦ Now, Miss Lynna drove her fancy car real fast 
on the sandy beaches just like my son Little Bobby liked ds he usually egged the 
driver to do; his white cottony hair nearly blew off his h^ad and I always kidded 
them that his hair finally turned dark-brown because it ^ot the dickens blown out 
of it in his aunt Lynna 1 s fast car and also when going nineth-to-nothing with his 
uncle Victor who was sheriff in a big-fat-hurry to see what they could see as soon 
as possible. Little Bobby 1 s hair also turned colored because the shadows from the 
clouds in the sunny sky got caught up in his hairs and stayed put; now, that is 
what I told them all for the good Lord's truth. 7/ell, Miss Lynna drove fast but 
she wisely stayed behind the lead car when driving to a new place like along the 
coast line or on country lanes in swampy South Texas. Miss Lynna followed behind 
the lead car of my sister Opel in her Terra plane Auto that began to backfire like 
crazy; flames shot out of the tailpipe like the mouth of hades speaking a warning 
for eoinr so fast yet the big yellow Puick just sped along smooth as silk. Vfe had 
to stop often ofton to let the rear end cool off and to change cars for my dear old 
mother to change cars and ride In Miss Lynna 1 s Buiok. On once such stop we saw a 
dead turtle that had been killed at sea and new washing up on shore; its hard shell 
v/as busted clean through like an axe had been taken to it, so a big ship must have 
run over that creature; it v/as dead as a mackeral with flies swarming all over it, 
making a hayday out of that corpse. Ye did not linger long because of the smell. 
That stench must have reached Houston some 55 miles away. That turtle head alone 
could have filled a number 3 wash tub, now that is Lar^e or my name ain't Tom Tay- 
lor. .Ye drove onv/ard just to see the sights, whatever they might bring. 

Boliver's ferry was the next event of the day; we nearly sank on that boat. 
Ye drove onto the ferry boat and was first out with the big yellow Buiok bumper 
sticking over the edge and then the Terraplane with sister Opal v/as abreast Just 
like the working hands aboard Indicated us all to park, only a chain marked the 
edge of the boat there from the lapping water. And then a big school bus full of 
students going to some band function sped up beside us# Then, the whole ferry boat 
tilted downward and water rushed up to our knees like a tidal wave coming in. Vy 
Little Bobby boy scampered up the coattail of his Aunt Opal like a monkey climbing 
a banana tree for sure; he was scared nearly to death of the water anyway and that 
did not help matters none for sure. Twas a good thing that his aunt Opel had gotten 
out of her car to see the sights of the whales swimming by and to show him the big 
creatures of the watery deep; some saw the whales as dolphins so who ^^°^;fJ^ 
they may be till this day. But the ferry boat stablized and just rested deep down 
into the lapping water. Then, we ever so slowly moved away before my little boy 
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Bobby realized we were sailing along tov/ard the far other side. As If by magic, the 
land appeared to be moving away and the wharf had begun to move backwards seeming- 
ly to the little landlubber Bobby's mind or so my son assumed; he then dug his 
nails into the flesh of my arms; I was hilding him by this time so I know what I 
am saying; that boy had rrlp. And then we saw dolphins that everyone of us called 
whales swimming and jumping high as if to entertain us specially for this event; 
they thought it funny that Little Bobby v;as all excited or scared silly so they per- 
formed for him as I explained to the little scared kid of mine, the little tyke be- 
ing all up in my arms far fear of the rising v/ater again, Bobby liked the school 
of fish idea as I explained their habitat in the deep blue sea that they all went 
forward together as a unit in schools so to speak. Then, we all began to hsve fun 
without fear of the next calamity whater it might be; no use to worry over spilled 
milk or to fear another spilling of the milky way through life. 

Fun was the order of the day when Miss lynna visited; we drove to San Jacinto 
Monument where the battle defeated Santa Anna and thus established the Republic of 
Texas government; we got a piece of bark from the oak tree where Sam Houston lay 
wounded or so the history buffs always said. We then went on to the tall oblesque 
itself, to climb the tower but we took the elevator instead to the top when sister 
Opal paid the fee; the height amazed us all but was put into words aptly by my lit- 
tle boy Bobby when he saw the parking lot far below, n I want to go down there and 
play with all those little cars,* ohurped my son holding his arms out toward the 
little tinsey autoes. K© was r*ady to play, not afeared of heights like he was 
nearly scared to death of the rising water. He was ready to go get those tiny cars. 

Ye were all ready to lpave to go for some lunch. v/e stopped at the Devil 1 s Kit- 
chen to eat the lunch special and to get somemore bananas on the advertised special 
that hawked "Boneless Bananas for sale." Ye rot some for sure. My daughter Lynna 
?stelle was becoming quite the little lady so she was quiet and rentfcel with her 
favorite aufitles all around; they doated on her for sure. v#e went crabbing on the 
far side of the beaches; Victor Shajaberger met us in h*r convertible Packard, a 
1936 vintage model. We threw in vhrofre with bait when the tide reached us or rushed 
ashore and then we used big n^ts to catch the large crabs whose bodies were bigger 
than a formal dinner plate. But several always were f iesty and ran away fast as a 
turkey on a Thanksgiving Day shoot contest, r/ell, one crab got loose and seemed to 
have my little boy's name on him; that crab ran straight for that albino heeded son 
of mine. The more my son ran, the faster that crab went directly toward him; they 
raced across the beach like marathon runners going for the gold (and the gold was 
the golden locks of my little boy who had the presence of mind to run for the old 
Packard; he hit the running board with a pow of force like a shotgun sounding and 
then ran on un the fender and jumped into the back seat to safety. Luckily the U 
doors were shut or that crab could have driven away with that boy of mine. Needless 
to say, we caught that crab and stewed him good for our lunch. 

Steamed crabs are the best when fr^sh; my son vouched for that. Victor Shau- 
b«rger knew how to do every thing Just right for beach parties; we then all went 
on board his houseboat that was docked up one of the bayous. »Ve stayed the night 
there, petting sea sick from the sway of the tide all night long and then being 
serenaded by all the frogs and mosquitoes. Mosquitoes are kinf oiks of humans because 
th*y buzz our ears fast and proclaim their kinship by saying couzzin in our ears as 
their sweet nothings seem to say. I killed a buschel basket of those cousins for 
sure ttot night. Then rvieason Shauberrer arrived with fresh supplies; he ran the 
sawmills when Victor *bs not there or me. Vincent Shauberger also made his appear- 
aa* he 55 the heir apparent so all the girls ran after his ricn self when his 
father the high sheriff of Liberty County was not looking out to ^n him of th e 
sold diners. Huzzies can smell a rich kid hald a world away and go to him like a 
ffOia a^*«i». ^ _ n^ht «nrt this is no lie. 
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Cousin Robert Ellis came to inspect his citrus orchards and made an enjoyable time 
of it all by visiting relatives along the way; he dressed poor as Jobe 1 s* turkey . 
He wore overalls, the Dickie brand, with a dark suit coat over the field clothes; 
this hid the aspect of his fortune in the bank while traveling on the road via a 
common bus, usually the Trailways bus lines which was much oheaper than Greyhound; 
Trailways usually had old and worn out school busses painted greyish. Cousin Ro- 
bert Ellis dropped down to the Houston area to visit us briefly and then spent his 
lengthy time with his first cousin with vfcom he had grown up on the old Ellis olan- 
tation in or near Florence, Alabama. The Ellis citrus orchards helped pioneer the 
Ruby Red grapefruit variety of citrus; Cousin Robert Ellis was a great help to 
boost the Ruby Red Grapefruit Industry and he was an ex-patriot of Texas in reverse 
so to speak, coming to help harvest his cash crops. He wanted to see just how bad 
our hard times during the Depression was down in Southeast Texas. Cousin Robert 
just passed through and never came back to Houston as I know. But he did continue 
to visit his cousin Maggie of his youth. He was a first cousin to my mother-in-law 
Margaret Landtrocp Winniford; all her kin stopped by the Cumby homepJace on the way 
to visit all the other relatives up in Oklahoma or down in Houston; the old home- 
place called Winniford Way was like a motel or hotel for relatives only. That way 
or family custom kept us all on the latest poop or all the good gossip within the 
family plus getting to see everybody in the old flesh and blood . Robert Ellis was 
rich as crosus; he owned the Ellis-Herston plantation settled in 1820 and thus all 
the citrus orchards down In the Valley of Texas. Thattightwad of a stingy-gut man 
rivalled my old Uncle Scotty from Aberdeen, Scotland. Robert Ellis carried only a 
snail sized valese that was worn to a frazel for sure with his overalls looking 
ever so poverty stricken. Poor as a church-mouse for sure. He rode the bus every- 
where fcr reason of saving money and to get to talk to folks and thus learn the 
feel of the countryside that he was riding through as most passengers traveled only 
a few dozen miles rather than a thousand miles as he did. He always stayed close to 
the bus when stopping for the oomfort zones to use bathroom and buy sandwiches; he 
did not wish to get left behind. And too Cousin Robert Ellis liked to talk religion 
with folks, since he was an elder in the Church of Christ to spread the gospel whll* 
traveling for business purposes. He always stayed ten days or so at Ylnnlford v/lay 
on the way down to the Valley and then after harvest he came back with fresh fruit 
by tte baskets fulls from Thanksgiving until Christmas or sometimes New Years after 
his three daughters married and had their own children. Cousin Robert worked his 
fingers to the bone doing whatever needed to get done around the Vinniford place, 
not a lazy bone in his body when a job of work needed to get done. He v#as no hay- 
seed for he gave television conferences later when such things became the fashion; 
he advised the viewers on how to save the money once you had it; that man had the 
first dime he ever got. I can bet you thet much for sure. Parsimonious did not 
aptly describe him, more like pennywise and not pound foolish in his skimping way 
of living life with his liokpenny lifestyle. He made an artform out of saving money 
and then finding ways to avoid spending much cash when out on the town or on the 
traveling road. That man would have made a great Treasurer of the U.S. Treasury. 

Saving money was a way of life for the wealthy but all of us poor boys had to 
find ways to get by without much cash which did not come our wy at all during that 
'•Great Depression. n But we v*re all happy as if we had good sense or muoh dollars 
and cents, let me tell you. And that had to be enough for living the good life back 
then; we Invented our entertainment by laughing about things and telling jokes or 
iav/boning all my old tall tales for the heck of it all; we as a family and as a 
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A hard working farmer who had fought the battle of grassy fields all his life would 
not want grass on his eternal gravesite; would haunt his death days while any liv- 
ing relative who knew his disdain of grass lived would work-off the grasstthis was 
a sure sign of the farmer class to have bare *arth all 8round his gravesite). Well, 
we worked those graves like they wuz our own or about to be. We sang snd yoadled 
up a storm, looking like a dust bowl of the 1936 vintage quality when we got going* 
Sam Winniford played his finest violin music for us to break from the r*st; he 
never liked to work up a sweat or do farm chores so he had to be the finest at some 
thing in this life. Took more energy to rest that it did to do the work but we were 
happy with all the sweat of our brow all over the place when we got finished. We 
got it all done in one trip, to spruce-up the cemetery where the Oklahoma settlers 
from Texas had lived when first leaving Florence, Alabama area so the aging kin 
returned to pay respects to their elders planted at Sunny Point Cemetery in Hopkins 
County of Texas. But all the blood kin from Florence felt that Alabama was still 
their real home yet they met at Winniford Way as a substitute for the real thing. 
Collins Wilson certainly was one cousin *o liked to visit with his son Welcum Wil- 
son; Collins had two sisters who lived on the same road as the farhouse Winniford 
Way so we really did have big reunions, just whenever relatives happened to come by 
on their way to someplace else (Matte Wilson Benton and Lula Wilson Baber were the 
sisters and first cousin to Margaret Landtroop Winniford). Everybody was welcome to 
just appear on the premises on the spur of the moment; we did not stand on ceremony 
to arrange a visit prior since we were the real ceremony of good times personified. 
The world was our oyster to have fun; and we did not even know it back then* Little 
did we know that someday even kinfolk would get too uppity to visit each other with 
out an invitation first. I do think that television and air condition has ruined 
the social graces of folks by naking folks went to stay inside plus newer houses 
not having big long front porches wide enough for folks to stop and visit while 
being outside to be cool during hot weather and still not minding being oivil to 
anyone who walked by. I see modern folks becoming less oivil all the time and much 
less human all the time to each other. 

Being civil has Its draw backs let me tell you. Too muoh of a good thing can 
nearly kill you. Well, seme branch-water kinfolks can take advantage of you such as 
Horace 1 s wife Beryl Ward Winniford; she thought she vies the prettiest thing alive 
since bubble bath salts; she would rush inside the house with her bug eyed enthus- 
iasm squeeling for you to do something laborious for her such as get me a hanker- 
chief from the shiverrobe in the side room and then she vrculd stop st the fCtll 
length mirror to admire herself, saying: "I know that I am pretty because my mir- 
ror tells me so and so does my brother and sisters Now that is some nervy woman, 
havlnr the gaul, to admit she is all wrapped up in herself and that made her her 
own worst enemy at that. I had to sit directly across the table from her and thus 
watoh all her facial antics of self ego centric expressions. That was enough to 
turn a cast iron stomach like mine even. But T just smiled and lumped it for the 
sake of good manners since I was a guest in my in-laws 1 house at that. Beryl had 
the bigrest bug eyes in the world snd was v/all eyed to boot; she thought she was 
pretty as a picture (her folks as she said constantly told her so but she never 
had won no beauty oontest like my sweetheart ^lla and maybe that was the envy and 
big problem v/ith Bervl all those years). Sam Winniford was another bone of conten- 
tion; he played tha t Stradivarius violin for his own ears only unless he invited 
you to sit in his presence so he fiddled all day long for his joy and expected 
to be ignored, yet the music sailed through the air for a miles or so and we had 
to hear what he liked, not the Jazzy stuff of her fun loving nature. ?ven too much 
of a good thing can get on your nerves after a while; Sam wrapped hl» 10jgJ£f{> 
around each other like a plastic dough-man and tapped his toes to ^eat Of jgJti 

Good a*nners sake made us all be aleer Jhjy wantea zo "^"JJif-iwy aripry anc 
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woman like jealous Beryl; "drickley" would be the time to get down in the dumps 
so I had to put my best foot forward again as usual when around kin folks. Ve all 
wantefl to run away or steal far away during the night. 

Sieves too shied away from Winniford Yay homeplace, not daring to try end 
steal late at night. Mainly because my mother-in-law Aunt Magg as all who* knew 
her called the old lady, stayed home like a guard dog with a shot gun, just as did 
Great Aunt Becky Alexander stay on guard because of her lame foot and to protect 
the hidden stash of gold coins earned during the Civil 'Var. A unt Magg with her 
lame foot and all kept close-by to eye the place, ^ven Miss Lynna could shoot a 
wolf with a turkey torn in his jaws (and the wolves came each morning to steal a 
full-grown turkey for their breakflast) at 500 paces slap dab in the heart so that 
it would continue running into the waiting pack until all the spurting bjjood soaked 
the other wolves that in turn went into a feeding frenzy to fight each other to the 
death (? r iss Lynaa knew well v*iat she was doing to kill a dozen or so more of the 
marauders on her turkey pens that eventually did put her out of business though). 
,r lss Lynna Just wounded to death the killer wolf that went back to its pack to die 
but did not know it was dead on its feet till too late. But one set of close nei- 
ghbors were thieves and stole corn late at night; Lynna put a silk thread over the 
hinge to test the point of entry; she was sitting there holding a shot gun late the 
n«xt night and fired into his trembling butt with buckshot when he fled as she 
shouted warnings about his soul in peril at his fine Christian Church but all he hat 
to do was say an extra prayer and all was forgiven for him to start over again like 
alvttys. Also, had another neighbor to steal gasoline, siphoned from my car so I 
placed ter in the mixture to fix his little red wagon; his car bucked like a wild 
horse and then just stopped running; I even told him that nitro glyceron was in 
the mixture and would explode if shaken up very much; he learned his lesson from 
me. Everybody enjoyed my true tale of this gas stealing as I told it with flare 
as T did all "my lies." I made my sad tale a funny but good story telling event; noj 
one wants to hear a sad tale for long. In faot, a sad song doesn't care who sings 
it* I took my woes to town, to Commerce town in fact. 

I went to town to see my old time buddies tha t I grew-up with in Commerce; the J 
old Liar's bench was still full of spinners of tall tales. Tell me a lie was the 
greeting one old salt would extend to another to sit a spell and talk a blue streak- 
to pass the time or shoot the breeze. Cetting newsed was a joy; the KKK or Klu Klux ! 
Klan was still very active, especially some kangaroo court action by the good ole 
boys to keep white wife beaters on the defense or run. Something drastic had to be 
done to keep mean old peckerwoods in line* T tourn«d old Nigger Holler or Happy 
Hallow as the liberals call the old haunts of town or sometimes called Hippie Hol- 
low from the I960 1 s terraonology; the bleeding heart liberals new call the «egro 
ghetto part of Commeroe Happy Hallow; they want to be the Hitler of the English 
language to rename all things and not joke about things to correct them but instead 
be mean and self-righteous like the Republicans do when getting ready to pass a 
bad law against the working middle class yet saying this is for your own good. 
Enough blame to go around when demeaning Republicans and do-gooders. Makes me want 
to go back to Scotland where all my ancestors came from to escape tyranny in the 
first place. Maybe I will go to old Mexico. When I am in old Mexico or just barely 
south of the border I hear music everywhere I go. That is a happy seeming place 
with all the poverty and injustice obvious to the naked eye yet full of music like 
my heart always is over flowing. But no one ever sat on the Liar's Bench in Com- 
merce with such aplomb or success as my t-ncle Ike Taylor who finally had written 
his own tales down on peper for posterity or some such future preservation. That's 
where I learned my artful trade of story telling so well at his *lbow. tfe could 
chew-the-rag all day long if the gossips would leave us be. The gossips though 
always could out talk us with their lies told and believed as gospel; a gossip can 
tee-hee all o*er the place when getting the last laught at another s «pense or 
Juat stand with a straight face serious as a judge to fit the occasion. Gossips al- 
ways said tht I «ot nothing in my noggin because I am head strong that old 
-nele Ike of mine and thus do not bend to their brain washing slurs to hate every- 
one they hate or dislike. Gossips can't stand to be Ignored; they want rhetoric 
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all over the place, strewn about, on a subject of their choice; hit dog al.vays ho 
lers the loudest when verbal combat gets started • My little boy was not popular w 
the gossips; he was a quick study and did not suffer fools lightly when they mis- 
quoted ^acts or construed them to fit their devices; my little Bobby Boy had a photo- 
graphic memory like me and he was smart as a ?*iip. He had pipe dreams of making the 
world a better place by telling the truth all the time (nothing bothers folks like a 
?ood does of truth syrup). Better put that truth in your lying pipe and smoke it 
till kingdom come, I tried to be a good example to my children but that would require 
being better than myself so T just prodded along. I remember all that I know so well 
because I tie a string on my finger or hang a knot in my nosegay handerchief (now, 
that gets your attention where you live). And that beats a hen a cackling on a good 
egg laying day for sure when you say the wrong thing to get egg on your face. Or as 
my Cajun buddies talk when hard-pressed to say something: "How y'all are? n That 
about sums up ray idle talking. Me and my little Bobby Boy walked all over Commerce 
town just to see what we had been missing all those years of living down in South 
east Texas around Channelview and Hardin County Big Thicket forestlands. Yfe walked 
up and down the brlclt streets of Silk Stocking Row named Bonham Street with its fine 
mansions where the n Got-rocks folks* reside in splendor. They got rich by being very 
clever and real smart to figure out ways to make a buck and then figure how to keep 
it is hardest of all. Just as ray frugal father-in-law had an ingenlus way to ease 
money problems; he wanted to charge a fee for air-rights over his land like mineral 
rights go down to magna Chine, then upward mobile rights to the sky-as-the-llmlt 
should also belong to landgrant property owners. He sent a bill even to the airline 
companies that buzzed his house. Once a dirigible or Zepplaln nearly hit //inniford 
Say housetop gables so he f ired-off a hot letter of billing to theml Kinda of like 
royalty checks for oil rights one should charge fees to traverse over one's tead.The 
airships sometimes have things to fall off and drop to earth so a regular compensa- 
tion should be provided for us earth-bound souls all the time since the sky could be 
falling just like scared Chicken-little said it would. Could be the death of us all 
sooner or later. Death is a part of life though, but I ain't just dying to experience 
It yet. Yes, death is an important part of life just like unfinished dreams at night 
time slumberland. Death is insured by the money-makers of Wall Street but not the 
sacred air-rights of planes in the sky over your property so something needs to be 
done about that omission; the nerve of insurance companies making laws to farce auto 
owners to carry coverage on other fellow 1 s car oalled liability is a swindle beyond 
words of imgination to figure a scam to finagle funds from hard-working folks vAio 
are guillable to fall for that trick but then I am one of those ignorant-fools. But 
I am not hidebound or stingy enough to keep my money while the mercenary geniuses 
like Robert T?llis and my father-in-law keep their money to themselves. I should be 
more -noney-grubbing like a good Republican banker. Too many folks though fuss about 
money in their carriage being spent on the wrong things such as trips and parties 
rather than paving ho:*? bills on time. Me, I pay my way as I go. But you have to get 
un *arly in the morning to beat me at your ovm games even; I don't fall for scams 
often since my good wife of a sweetheart Miss 311a approves all expenses first. That 
keeps us solvent for sure. .Ye are too busy tending to our own business to gossip 

about others. , 

All the verbage fuss-budget stuff of Bad mouthing everyone to make your own seir 
look good is the stock-and-trade of gossipmonr ers who are bad as whoremongers. I am 
good at the no-nonsense rubbish better than most folks so don't insult my own intel- 
ligence by talking about my kin folks or good friends to my face and not expect some 
flap back so just cut your own nose off to spite own face. I began to encounter more 
of the old complaints that had driven «e away in the first g *g J* do 

not know crap-* in life when confronting the ff^ftVf&ttttl 
spread when two or more good folks challenge them. This kind of flack makes oemg 

°*l£ r-sVtnl to be m* h-j -er Coerce to« er gj*g\j£ 

selves all over Texas's half acre. I would never be tal throu ghm ynat g ^ 
blow-hard so listen oarefully to all my cab. Tis a ness 01 ^ . 

ienoe to heer your tales about old times (oven though I am still young) about all 
the past days in your hometown such as Commerce. 
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I never did anything but accidentally on purpose as I fled those gossipers who 
had to bad mouth others to make themselves look good; I never gobble with the tur- 
keys when I can soar with the winning big wig birds. I knew it was best to get far 
away from all those fuss budgets so I jumped into the oar and headed for fun loving 
keith and kin, driving like sixty to get out of my mad fit. The car drove good, I 
pressed the gas pedal to the floor; I floor boarded that foot-feed or accelator tll]| 
the speed-oh-meter indicated 90 which was the telephone number of the local under- 
taker so I slowed down, not wanting to make an appointment with the funeral parlor 
for sure just because of a mad fit at what others said, I dldn 1 t yet have the earn- 
ed cash money to pay for a funeral and besides my children still needed a daddy to 
pay for raising them, T just couldn't let them be reared by strangers who might 
help out my sweetheart wife Viss 711a, Like I said, no one else was going to rear 
my children if I had any say; my children had mare than enough role models at the 
old homeplace named .Vinniford Way, All those visiting cousins provided multiple 
role models for my little boy and torn 1 s girl; 4 mothers so tc speak and 7 fathers 
to watch over them, to tan his or her jacket too if getting out of line. The old 
family homestead named Winniford ,Vay was home to any cousin with no piece else to 
go like home for the wayward kin; 26 relatives resided there during the Great De- 
pression and 8 or 9 always in residence in those halls of family welcome. It was 
truly a family commune ahead of its time as a hippie stop-over. But a bountiful lar- 
der was the drawing card a3 much as the vast labrynth of rooms in the rambling old 
mansion. The garden produced more than enough vegetables, plus butchered hots and 
fresh killed beef as needed right on the place with epgs and chickens to fry at the 
drop of a hat. And the hospitality was genuine and plentiful also for moral kin. 

No longer was I poor relations as sister-in-law ^lsie who was ray niece liked to 
call me when she could get me in a room full of kin. After all, T was a hot shot 
railroad man about to get a new job since the war in Europe was going great guns 
and needed our helpful products. At last, I would have a regular Job again after 
9 years, I took my anger out on a cigar that I found stored in an old chest from 
the flood ole days before the depression and I snoked like a smoke-stack all the vay 
down to the Commerce town rallyards, T met all my old buddies viho wanted to talk 
the leg off a jack rabbit for sure. 

All those old ran jack buddies «ho had just got jobs themselves with the rail- 
road ere so cocky and so full of themselves the all was a real egomaniac; I vowed 
never to let a regular pay check do that to me. But then after all foils are only 
human and old Dele Dupree was the *nost venal human that I ever knew. Pink Dupree 
also had a job on the run to Texarkana where the log jam on Red River once clogged 
the water flow, even 50 foot trees grew in the middle of the waterf low under the 
soggy loss. Now, that was the northern edge of the Big Thicket wilderness place to 
ret lost "like mv old Unk Scotty had done. But the extreme northern edge of the Big 




- helf in both states plus that bie new army ammunition depot being built there. 
Ood wanted war and fast or so all the doubting Thomases seemed to be say ing since 
tSt^ t bTSnS way tc end this awful or dreadful Great Depr ess i™. But It took 
time to apply for one of those new jobs so I had to kill time by talking to an 
the bi« liars in Commerce t c wn . , _ t ^u- ...f.* «<■ 

The liars bench groupies in Commerce all wanted new tales so T got the center of 

One big lie always calls fcr another " i/«J tt t "J J^JSrwoods went around all the 
earned just the idle passing *J^ff5 0 g B JKS StSS then kill respectable 
time playing pocket pool and otner sucn joju8iu»»» 

time for all the depressed puys in torn. „-«4..„-ant when my link Scotty first 
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has started using them as the gospel truth; that's the way that reportage in the 
newspapers has become. Politicans had rather fight one another in the press pages 
that settle major problems; two wrongs never make a right but then that is politics 
for you. Justice never stood a chance when the well-connected use influence to get 
their way in the governmental process such as lawyers proving that their client is 
not at fault. by keeping testimony from being presented like the murder case of 
pretty Mrs, Kelly in Commerce who killed ar poisoned her children so she could run 
off with a younger fellow; she got off scott free, ? f oney does not always mean that 
the rich buy influence since my Unk Scotty is too stingy to spend cash on anything; 
he is a tightwad for sure and a pennypincher from way back. My Unk only spent money 
to make much mare money like opening a restaurant. And the who-raw or funning-up 
my liar 1 s bench listerners about my big restaurant out at Karfa, Texas on the hot 
desert going to California along old Highway 67 told about the restaurant having a 
self -serve food bar; the salad deli bar was heaped into new-fangled ceramic plates 
with divisions to load up the food in small servings. Then, a flat fee was charged 
per plate; all to be deposited in a cash box at the end of the line. This food lane 
moved fast like an assembly line at Ford motor oar plant, Efficiency was our middle 
name for sure so there was no room for a bungler or sappy person to slow things 
down; all the jerks were weeded out and sent home to become jugheads or drinkers on 
their own time. None of that horsing around was tolerated at all. "Shut up or put 
up was our motto for work-brittle ways in that restaurant and thus all of our imag- 
inary servings techniques became commonplace all over America by now. 

I told my liars bench tales for days on end once back In hometown Commerce but 
did take a break to go to church of course. Public repentence is good for the soul 
and the mourner 1 s bench is the best born-again experience to show human nature at 
work. I should know since I spent a lot of time on that bench as well. I was like a 
monkey at a zoo on display bef or° all the good folks in town to view, my favorite 
sins being disclosed for all to talk about later in privacy of their homes. 

Don 1 1 get me wrong; I knew right from wrong. And knowing is everything when you 
have a choice of having fun or staying home to being dull. So you know which one 
chose me. I took the fun route. Vonkey business was my long suit. 

And speaking of monkeys; well, the zoo at the Commerce City Park was once very 
flucey and big-time acting before the great-depression got its goat so to sp*ak. 
Well | I was hired to feed and care for the zoo animals in return for free rent in a 
leaky old shack that eventually became the city library building and then became a 
maintenance building when the elegant old post office was sold for a dollar.to be- 
come the main library building. '.Veil, I talked about my monkeying aroun<? the zoo, 
seems that my eld buddies hadn't heard about all the many troubles that I had since 
they wuz off worrying about feeding their families and missed those good times of 
mine that nearly caused the death of me . I fed that monkey *iatever was handy and 
frSm me that hairy critter ate it all, liking it but not one bite from anyone else. 
I even let the Sscal outside of the cage to bathe in the rinse water on laundry 
day- that monkey was a character like a human; he liked to roll up my shirt sleeves 
H'hSt f5 cooties or something to pick from the hairs on my arms. That mo nkey 
loved me like a brother or something else nice for sure. But my little girl Lynna 
^stelle one day came outside to watch the bathing and she put her arms around my 

ifVe LTf^ 

settled by a tempting banana. Never again ™ n ** y c ^!£? Ts poured on it; 

And the bitten place turned green ev f a" e J h *^ 09 f ?. ° n n S to go find work, by 
the poison in the teeth nearly Killed that ch lid. ^ lev ed itself to 

coring first to the Houston fSSJJH J^XiAtSm & gr«at-depres- 
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it out of the cage* Rednecks have to blame someone for all the ills of life and 
laying a guilt trip on you if their be3t ploy of all. I did not dilly-dally around 
about leaving that zoo job. Time has not yet healed the wounds of that experience, 
even my little girl has a deep leg scar ugly as a mud hen till this day. 

The next bad experience happened with a polecat or skunk. Vlss ^lla, my sweet- 
heart, always said T never did anything but accidentally on purpose, while driving 
the car so fast on the way back to the country hone place V/lnniford Way that I ran 
over a polecat or "runded-over" a civet cat, I was skunked for the next month of 
Sundays, let me tell you. That civet cat smell was my perfume. That skunk smell was 
a worse stink than the wordy squabbles I had left back at the house. The skunk smell 
was so bitter tasting that I could bite a barbed wire fence in half for sure. I 
stayed outside a lot for that month, only a rainstorm v/ashed me clean enough to 
be around oivilized people. A really bad storm blew in so violent but the next day 
was all sunny like a bad-kid throwing a temper tantrum and then smiling to make you 
forget the evils of the day or night before. That's the way God's force of mother- 
nature has to strike you down and then prop you back up for more of the same stuff. 

It really was nice to be back at home town Commerce as I said before. T was busy 
flashing my smug pretty-please smiles around tow just to prove that I was ready at 
a moment 1 s notice to be a good ole boy again; a real homeboy back in full swing. 
I could razoo all over the place on a llckety-split dare. One poor ole soul was so 
sick or ill he couldn't sneeze without seeing Ood and I was nearly that bad off 
while the skunk smell was all over my skin and clothes that had to be burned; we 
had to soak the car in vinegar and soda caked on the sides of the fenders for days. 
I did my bit to visit and to run errands for the siok or shut-ins in town. 

A lot of illness got caused by the Great Depression stress that killed the liv- 
ing spirit in so many good folks vtio felt shiftless when they wuz able-bodied enougt 
to work if a job had existed vtfiile the employed few at first called them lazy bums 
far having no jobs; that is the way conservatives treat those who are unemployed. 
Thus, the effects of the poor times told itself in the sad faces of the jobless; 
folks still had short arms and deep pockets or very thrifty ways of being afraid to 
spend a penny even if they had it after half of the work force got cut-off with no 
job and no cash benefits. Nothing to do was the silent order of the day and the 
liars benoh was the main stay of cheap entertainment for most guys. Great story 
tellers were muchlly appreciated since no beerhalls existed if one had the money 
to endulge their blues. Money now ruled society as we poor mouthing boys knew. 

And I could turn a good mouthy phrase. The only thing that had more appeal than 
a spinner of tall tales back then was a good whiskey still; moonshine or good bot- 
tom* land brew was the rage back then; the old mountainWightning might knock your 
socks of f or literallv strike you dead as a hammer when some silly meathead gulped 
too much too fast. My stories were no flash in the pan tales since T included real 
stories about everyone and everything in town that v/e all knew, to end with a far- 
out twist of fantasy for laughing sake. My old Unk Sootty would occasionally make 
an appearance with a wagon load of home brew from the Big Thicket stash he kept evei 
so secret from the revenuers and income tax people who wanted a tax on that liquid 
eliclr to forget vour troubles. 'Ye could tell when old Unk was a few miles away but 
vet still a cbming ever so seoretely; we heard him whistling and singing. He liked 
hillbilly music or country-western as it is called today. He loved American country 
music because it told ancient ballad style tales like the old timey Scottish songs 
back at his childhood home did and he sang to the top of his lungs. This loud noise 
farmed the authorities who f igured Jie had no liquor for one ^obvious Of course 
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S*5 "thTlS^iiKS Krt^iiKl off the Sagon when old Unk f rived with 
9 fresh stash of moonshine. You had to plunk down cash to Ret any good ******* 
n iA tint his beiaR frugal and all. No credit ever given to anyone, especially some- 
one losing Ito Tobacfo Hoaa hard times. But he aid trade things or barter t or 
S^thini us Door ole boys had for his liquid refreshments; he was not heartless, 
fusTa^ IcLuTor Mercenary like. S^uS^**? ^i/SM? S*-ffl *»rd 
loud, no on* -f^Vould^^^ youVexpect me to t»*e 

iTto raise* oy\uy1ng°you your hrand of poison?-. Now, old Unk *n ew his shit from 



Taylor 90/90/90 



shinola for sure In his business dealings with God fearing people who don- 1 1 always 
pay their honest debts when given the ohanoe to do you in. 

No one got something for nothing from old Unk Scotty. He worked hard even at his 
advanced old age whatever It was and thus expected the same from others. Old t r nk ar« 
rived late evening or at dusk when God's light was just disappearing. Liquor sales 
best happened later on the waneing hours. "It is midnight and petting darker all 
the time," announced old Unk when he saw a lawman going around; he could smell a 
sheriff a mile away and always got his stash sold PD^ to the eager beavers buying. 
?7o one gave a tinkers damn about what the law dictated about drinking the good 
stuff. We had to get our Jollies as cheap as possible whdn we could. No law can 
legislate morality, hard as the sadistic do-gooders try to make you as miserable as 
they are. I was glad to get back among my childhood or tin pan alley gang of old 
friends ufao felt like I did about things. V/e hung out at Professor Irvings's old 
Texsco service station with a feed store in the rear end on Liveoak Street. Every- 
body who was anyone came by for a cup of coffee or to whittle away time on the long 
bench out front; we could gas the time away. Ira Knight stayed the longest; his 
negro hands descended from his family slaves worked his farm land; Ira made 45 cot- 
ton crops from the back-end of Prof Irving' s feed stare and gas station headquarters 
on Liveoak. George Robinson worked for Prof Irving and thus played pranks on us all 
when he could. George Robinson reported his antics regular like clockwork; he said 
John Sparkman got married because he m9 hot enough that he could have a whole baby 
by himself. The gang played pranks out on the townfolks such as at the V/heatley 
Jewelry store, an elegant place even though !)ee *Yh»atley Junior was also a railroad 
ran; we sneaked inside while Dee was in rear cf store and hid under the front count 
er and when an elegant well-dressed lady came to look at jewelry, we flatulated. 
The flatulence stifled the place and the lady slapped Dee's jaws and left without 
a word. That prank was nearly as good as using the KKK sheets to hold a kangaroo 
oourt action by us good old boys to keep wife beaters on the defensive; we just 
tarrred and feathered those husbands who got too liquored-up and then beat their 
wives with no reason or not. Also, tarred them when not paying honest debts and yet 
they had the money to spend on foolish things to take trips so we taught those old 
deadbeats a thing or two. All this was enough to kill a weak spirited soul. 

Funerals are the best fun of all; funerals are for the living. And grieving real- 
ly is for ourselves or the audience, to release a flood of tears for our own loss, 
not the deceased's plight since the dead are long gone from this life's worries. I 
enjoyed the wakes at the houses of the dead most of all; got to observe whether the 
bereaved were truly grieved or Just clad to own the house and land of the dearly 
departed. Everyone ate a lot since food was brought in by neighbors and then the 
playing of the violin for dancing and telling tales in the back of the house from 
the far front parlour where tte casket was on display and everyone cried a lot when 
up there viewing the body. The children always had a good time play ^ £^ es J" 1 ™ . 
the long lost kin who came for the funeral. Kids did not have to mind too much and 
could run wild as an Indian if they choee to. Qrt , , nn 

But my wife kept order easily with our J^ohllflren. /Wf^^^^f^^J J"^ 0 
back-talk 
in disc 
our children 

to Mteklt Road 275 goinp to the Sulphur Springs highway, turning westward to 
l*o to Co'-ZtcI usually bought groceries and general supplies rather than 

fromother nearby towns. nno hnvtnir monev to buy many 

Commerce town economy was slow as ^M"* *g ~ t S 9 ^rt,ii source 
things that wer* foolish The college prov "Jj «^ut Jj^J* M^city 
around. But all the local gossi py ^J^*?^; i^al girls either to Inarry 
boys came or attended clases and *^ 252. £w ttSi favorite thing to 

and move away or else have bastard kids. The college was their ravon 
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hate even though it brought money into the community during the hard times. Guess 
some folks have to bite the hand that feeds them verbally at least. The railroad 
still employed some men but the roundhouse ahd been moved to Tyler so the delipa- 
dated building were now falling down around the old tracks. Trucks had become the 
way to ship things even in Commerce. But I was still trying to get on the extra 
board work schedule so that I could £et my old job back when times got better. The 
goodie- two-shoes folks had never left Commerce during all the gr^at-depression bad 
times; they prospered like always; th^y said that God caused the depression to pu- 
nishbad folks for not tithing enough to build fine ohurches in torn and thus do 
God 1 s work. And that I was the most evil for not joining their congregation since 
they could not fall from grace so their brand of Christianity was perfect. No won- 
der that was such a popular reprobate religion where you can steal a fortune and 
then become born-again and then steal some more and not ever have to make retri- 
bution, yet be a perfect Christian as long as tithing and attending all services 
when the church doors are open. God sure has a wild sense of humor to let some re- 
ligions stay in power so long and remain to do evil in the name of God. Yep, God 
has a terrific sense of human; that's why he made so many of them religions. 

I go to church but not tc the gossipy ones and I pray a lot for the mean spirit- 
ed ones who use goodness to do bad things. But more bad luck kept hitting me when 
the gossipers just kept getting richer and healthier; I had tooth troubles; a dry 
socket had to be scraped out lster after having a rotten tooth pulled. Seemed that 
everything I did turned out wrong while mean folks get richer. But I just kept on 
walking around Commerce town seeing my relatives and friends. 

My little boy sure enjoyed walking around Commerce town to shoot the breeze wtth 
his grandfather Georce Taylor. His granddaddy would walk and point out all the old 
places vta*>re the original Taylor wagons had first stopped v*ien coming to the prairie 
here to build a new town back in the early ISSO's. My dad was a walking encyclopoe-] 
dia of facts about who lived where and what they did back then. He was good at what 
was going on way back when; he would point his walking cane to the very spot on the 
ground where they had first camped and then tell the kids more than they cared to 
know about the whole shebang. Ole Doc Dejernett's house faced the school that ole 
professor Day ran; all those old places were considered junkers since only brand 
splintered new houses were considered ritzy and fancy-dan enough if you were really 
someone rich in town. Just as buying a new car every year is a sign of wealth and 
prestige rather than keep to drive a nice dependable old vintage automobile. But 
snail minds always impose their brand of haughty status symbols on everyone. else. 

Symbols of wealth meant everything if one were to be respectable. I v/as lucky to 
have my father-in-law's fine country home to call as my address. That homeplace had 
the best entertainment of all, even better than in Commerce tovn, since violin play- 
ing v«s constant at the hon» place called Wlnniford //ay. My f ather-in-law lived near 
his two brothers; in fact, his eldest brother Norvell Sherwin Vfinniford married 
a widow T!innie Tarrant Clayton who had a whole slew of relatives from Tarrant Coun- 
ty just west of Dallas. Well, Minnie prided herself on being an honest good woman 
with Christian principles so when she told a white lie or big-windy as we homefolks 
would say, then, Minnie's neck viens would bulge out and constrict into a dead-give- 
away for sure. We never let on since that clue was proof positive of her mendacity 
to follow and we thusly knew when she lied definitely. But good ole Minnie v/as a 
dear; she had a daughter ^ffie Clayton Bishop who met tragedy more than once. Ef- 
fie* s husband died just vben the Great Depression began plus she lost the old Ken- 
tucky home and had to move into the house when her mother wed Norye Winniford here 
on the family land road called Winnlf ord Loop. Poor Sffie was strlckeded by so many 
plaques at the same time that she fell into bed permanently with not ^°^/^ n ^ 

daughters Murray Katharine and Mata Jewel had to wait on their mother ..ffi. and 
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help their grandmother Minnie /finniford too. Those pretty red haired pals married 
into the best families around with their good personalities and churched ways, plus 
kinship to the Captain Tarrant who had been an original settler of the oounty and 
they now well-connected to the Winniford kin* But Norve soon died after we got back 
home from the 3ig Thicket terrain. He died from ailments caused when he got hit by 
a car when he crossed the busy Highway 67 that cut slap dab through the middle of 
Cumby town; he never got used to having look both ways before crossing a street as 
he grew ud in the days of horses that saw folks to step around them. And then the 
old house" that had been built of lumber bought with the legacy funds to his first 
wife and mother of his children, just suddenly burned plumb down to the ground; the 
fire happened when widow Minnie .Vinniford was visiting her son in Kentucky; it just 
mysteriously burned as the will of God wanted it to do or so the numerous cousins 
expounded with glee. That was a good Christian act for sure and the arsonists were 
not even members of "the can 1 t fall from grace n church so they had to pray a lot to 
get back into God f s good graces after that evil act. I ain't got no axe to grind but 
the truth is a most entertaining fact about human nature doing evil acts vtfille also 
never missing church and acting the great Christian who will stoop to any lengths 
in the name of God. Fire is a favorite cleansing tool to be used by the cowardsly 
Christians (they don 1 1 have the guts to tell you to your face so they sneak around 
in the name of God, saying that the Lord meeted out justice since all things happen 
for the good in the long run). Deliver me from God 1 s chosen few for sure. God has 
really been used and abused by the good people of this Christian nation; God's voice 
never gets heard above the uproar of all the church going folks who are so quick to 
tell you what the allmighty has told them to dol Too much ya eking to hear God talk. 
Talk is just all hearsay anyway. Religion or ours is the chosen-few, for we are 
the surviving Angles and Saxons of the whole cultural heritage that keep alive as 
being selfish enough to say that "God is an Englishman." I was still glad to be back 
in God's country, here at Commerce town anid all my jealous kin and then among all 
the bickering relatives of my wife's tribe. Cumby is some place; Cumby is the lar- 



deliver mv children their Santa Glaus ^nnsunas guts, bj*b m^um** ^ * fr 
for IwShlSg Ett was supposed to bring: bowl full of candy berries, WjAPW 
corn ISC, f?*sh fruit in the stockings, toys and gifts wrapped in fancy 
dIus 5t turkey with its trimmings. And then she got to hug my kids for days since 
thev hissed each other more tha/ words could ever say or all the gifts money could 
buy (seems that family ties for blue-blooas goes deeper than a passing hello or 
simplfgood-to'see-yoi salutation), "iss Lynna really was our Santa Claus savior. 
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Miss Lynna and her sister Lucille usually always drov* down to Ohannelvlew ana 
Hardin be?ore that on the edge of the Big ticket farmlands to surprise us and to 
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Buick as the 1920 ' s popular song said. I mention this again because that old car 
Is just sitting rusting to pieces as a reminder of all the good times as well as 
the near catastrophe of burning the whole place down if fire had spread to all 22 
outside building of '.Vinniford Way homeplace. Vlss Lynna still wore her hair long 
after the senged hairs grew out and the string of pearls she had on that day have 
a brown burnt look to this day and the velvet hat fashioned after the Kaiser Bill's 
war helmets has small holes in it and her pretty dress with a fringe banner is full 
of brown holes that almost look oddly pretty for casual wear; she is flucey in just 
about anything she wears. The rusting car is just a constant reminder of that day 
but junk iron is getting to be valuable to sell to Japan so we are all picking up 
old iron to haul into town when we get a truok load but the old Bulok is its own 
load, Tis a shame not to restore it like car bufs do lately in the 1970' s. 

My father-in-law really was nearly scared to death when the fire broke out. But 
he is still grieved nearly to death in late 1939 at the demise cf his brother Nor- 
vell Sherwln Wlnniford. That grief sapped his strength and he himself soon became 
bedfast but at dootor's orders. Robert .Vinniford had a heart ailment and had worked 
himself to death nearly, worn out like a rusty piece of farm machinery (he once 
stood in his wagon and used an iron maul to drive fence posts deep into the ground 
all around his farm so that kind of rigorous work finally took its toll as the good 
doctor so often said). And now adeserved rest in bed was due him. For the next four 
years till 18 October 1943, the poor man who was an outdoors fiend had to stay bed- 
fast and languish his lot in life and Just got weaker and never left his sickbed 
or death-bed as the family often called it. Becoming inactive gave him a death sen- 
tence for sure. Doctors don't know everything like they enjoy claiming when expound 
lng on life threatening illnesses. Doctors don 1 1 have to live with the consequence* 
of their mistakes of diagnosis like the patient does and the whole family suffers 
while the doctor charges his big fee. That's why I go to doctors who themselves have 
the same kind of ailments that I have; T don't want a total heartless doctor with- 
out some sympathy on his mind. Thus, my father-in-law so put to bed dressed in his 
pajamas to meet death head-on for years. At first, kinfolks came to visit but soon 
very few bothered even to drop by when passing the driveway on their rounds to do 
sone other misohief ; he was just taking too long to die (all the good people he 
helped in their time of need did not give him the time of day or a simply brief 
howdy). The good Christians just ignored the sick old man after a year since they 
couldn't fall from grace and had nothing to worry about doing a sin of omission like 
us other Christians could lose our goody entrance into heaven's gate (no wonder the 
crooks attend that church and always tell you they are members there when serving 
in government elected jobs while stealing taxpayers blind; they are the true big 
redneck majority v*io Invented a scoundrel's religion for sure). I saw all these 
religionists in action myself so no hearsay. Those folks were better than God so 
they treated dear old Uncle Bob as most old timers called my father-in-law just any 
old way but what goes around comes around; they will die along the same kind of 
treatment they dealed out to him. That is the way good acting folks tr*at hard- 
working people who no longer can be used. God has a lot of justice to deal out. 

3ut some relatives never neglected the old dying man; Marvin V/lnnif card always 
visited when he could. He lived in West Texas and bought lots of land and farmed 
on a big scale like his Uncle Bob had taught him to work the land. All the 9 bro- 
thers and sisters vfco visited Marvin always returned to brag about how rich he was 
and that the desert land was rich when watered by the deep wells that Marvin Vinni- 
ford had drilled. And to hear tell, the desert around Slaton was heaven £n earth; 
evervone should live there (even though Sally Henderson had visited her brother jus 
tlZll l «nd storm blew in at midnight and the stifling sand filled the house so 

on earth like all of you always say." But since folks can die out there afterall, 
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then I will just 9tay here and die. I am surprised that anyone can die out there 
in that land of God's milk and honey to hear you tell it all. The room was silent 
for a long time. 

Silence was golden to what usually followed around the old ./innlford homeplace. 
Elsie, my ni*ce, who had wed my sweetheart wife Kiss Ella's brother Everett, could 
not let her pettle coat touch her until she moved to v/est Texas too. Also, that 
would get Everett away from the homeplace for the first time in his life and just 
when he was needed the most to run the place with Uncle Bob getting bedfast. But 
the move to Ararillo was not enough of a power trip for the scheming >f iss Elsie, 
yet she had to chance his vocation from farmer to railroad engineer for the Santa 
Fee Railroad as she called the Santa ?e. They lived in an apartment no less to her 
specification after knowing the wide open spaces in a big fine old house; they just 
lived like white trash to our way of thinking for the standards of the landed gen- 
try to work-hard and have earned elegance. 

But Miss v lsie got chased out of town by her own designs in late 1939 when the 
tovu square violin dance erupted in half a dozen divorces when folks snugged up 
to each other's belly's to slow-dance to Sam '.Vinnif ord* s music; preachers blamed 
the violin and the fiddler rather than the weak morals of their parishioners; that 
v/as done to get back in a snide way to the first-family "Vinnifords who were consid- 
ered rich and thus envied as well as the Taylors vfco owned businesses also. Envy is 
a mean master of some folk's mentality and underhanded ways to get even with others 
for having worked hard themselves. But Reverend Doctor Charles Tallaferreo Alexan- 
der came to the family cousin's rescue; he was a big Baptist preacher^ so the ac- 
cussers recoiled and had to hold their tongues plus Sam V/inniford was also a big 
Baptist. But Elsie was a member of the first Christian Church that had little clout 
and then most of the Taylors were Presbyterian so their minority religions did not 
merit deep respect in town so the gossips had a hayday malingering Elsie. That also 
prompted her to want to move far away from back-biting Commerce where she had grown 
up. Folks still smiled to Elsie's face but had a field-day talking evil behind her 
back when she walked hardly far enough away to overhear. That's the way big acting 
Christians put on airs. Amarillo already had kin living out there. 

Another relative, Gladys Butler Armstrong Cash with her husband Homer were there 
so a good job lead was gotten by Komer for Everett who needed work. Everett had al- 
ready gotten meager railroad experience at Shiloam Springs in Arkansas when he visi- 
ted his Uncle Luther Landtroop there end worked briefly on the railroad nearby. 
Homer even let E # D # stay at his house. Homer bought himself a section of land near 
Channing, about 50 miles northv/est of Amarillo and he never had to lay out a cent 
of his money either; the moment he signed the papers an oil company leased the 
acreage and that lease paid the land off. Everett could have done the same for land 
there and elsewhere around Amarillo but bossy Elsie hated the farm life and was her- 
self at Ion* last getting away from that lifestyle. She got her way. She had wiles 
to use that only a woman can know best how to control a man. But I would have tho- 
ught tte t E.D. Vfinniford would have gotten in on a good deal so cheap that would 
eventually make him a multi-millionnaire. But Elsie did not see things that way. 
An^ Elsie did not raise her only child either as a baby or school aged girl; such 
domestic duties did not fit into the fancy plans Elsie had; little Ida Marraret 
was reared mostly bv her grandmother Ida Salmon Taylor, whom she called Big Momma 
since my girl Lynna>stelle called Aunt Wag Wlnniford Minnie-maw and then by boy 
called her Mamma-maw. Ida Margaret even v/ent to school in Commerce where only good 
teachers existed rather than the hick-town or country schools of Cumby area where 
hayseed farmers attended. little Ida Margaret visited on weekends some * if 53 
old homeplace like an exalted guest. Mow, what would you expect from that child?.?? 
Miss Elsie lauded it over the whole family like some royal princess with an invad- 
ing armv when she did return home from Amarillo and also had done same when bring- 



ffliSwtSTtW^I tir<M« of She* or lu«en of England when It was the n- 
nifor^ 5SJ descended from the royalty of England and Scotland; 
Elsie white Irash but then she is kin to me so why demean myself and my Wort-kin- 
T.!iss Elsie even once said that those Winniford girls Lynna and Lucille with their 
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highstepping ways will not be so high and mighty when their daddy dies. And that 
statement was overheard when Miss Slsie said it at the mailbox and her words echoed 
down the lane into the house like an oracle tube. Hearing her prophecy had a tell- 
ing effect on the dying old man, so he called the county land clerk out to his 
house and then he signed the deeds over to his three daughters jointly because a 
legal will could be broken by some shifty daughter-in-law like her or else kept 
from being probated for years. And my weak old father-in-law could not remember how 
to spell his own signed name; he had to be coaxed and coached along with each let- 
ter in the long surname signation on the deeds. This fact would have been grounds 
far legalities to oust the unmarried daughters after he did die but all the would-bc 
cheaters are now dead so only God knows their mendacity and has rewarded them ac- 
cordingly, surely. My little boy Bobby witnessed the signing and heard all the piti- 
ful coaxing but he kept his mouth shut, for he knew which side his bread was but- 
tered on just from observing the kin in action around the death bed antics. 

Death is a mighty good thing; the good old earth can get a new set of cheaters 
every few dozen years rather than have the same old liars all the time for eternity 
running things. V/ould seem like half of forever if folks from five centuries ago 
were still alive and in charge of government looting. At least the names change if 
nothing else does in politics and big business or also small business. I like going 
to funerals, just to see if the devil can really die in that old so-and-so as my 
old daddy often enough said over the years. Death is indeed a good thing. 

Death delivers the chronic ill from pain and gets rid of the SOBs once in a while 
Ve too. All the can 1 t-fall-from-grace Christians will learn that justice still comet 
to those who steal in the name of goodness. V/ell Gladys Butler Cash almost died 
from TB; all her folks came from Farence, Alabama to escape the disease in 1889 but 
the germ lies dormant in the bones (folks used to get the ailment from wood burning 
stoves because of the invisible gases that Infected the lungs and then the disease 
spread through the air into the ribs and showed-up in the genes later). Gladys had 
to go to a sanatorium for the cure and even had a rib removed to save her life for 
the next 50 years so she was lucky as some said but that was God f s punishment ac- 
cording to the religionists, who disliked the family because of past disagreements. 
God did that to her just to punish her father or so the local wags liked to say; 
more words got put into God f s mouth by the good people of the torn just for spite. 
Now, you can see why I just had to hang out in Commerce town; to learn what God 
said for sure or exacted from the folks was an entertainment that money could not 
buy. No mortal could resist this opportunity to go hear what God said back then 
about folks as only the gossipers oddly knew (anyway, we baked the letters that 
Gladys wrote us from the sanatorium in the oven because we feared getting perms in- 
advertandly since God did not ever speak directly to us and tell us not to heat the 
letters to kill the disease we had to do things for ourselves since we had only the 
holy 3ible to rely on for the source of God's words. Guess the Devil made the other 
kin rationalize what God said ugly about Gladys. 

Mamie rfinniford Robertson talked a lot about everyone; she just passed the ward 
around so thusly wasn*t a gossip aocording to her reationalizing. Mamie could only 
have one friend at a time to pick your brain for details to relate so to speak; she 
was nice as pie and could eat you up when you were her favorite person of the week. 
But if and when you got on her black list, so help you God, there was no letting 
up till she had done her do on you for sure. To give an example, Mamie interpreted 
actions according to her ill will or not, such as if you stumbled into a room where 
ITiss Mamie sat, then ?'amie said you dragged your feet to keep from spee king to her 
since shp hated your guts at that time. Yet if you were friends of the moment to 
he?? then Sum! rulhlng to see her so fast that you were walking all over your- 
self 
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Lord passed . 

sugar coated goodness that get passed off as jospel. 

Sugar coeted sweet sounding words full of devious intent kept us ail on our *u 
all the time around Mamie and her ilk. Speaking the truth around her has its draw- 
backs because devious folks can use your own words against you in the name of God. 
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Just like when a damn-yankee drove Into town and got out of his Michigan tagged 
car and then loudly exclaimed as if all were deaf: w 7/hen did this hick town die? 
It is so dull and quiet here, way behind the times. w Mamie responded acidly, "You 
are the first buzzard to be seen circling the carcass so it hasn't been observed 
dead and dull for long till you got here with your smelly tongue," She could put 
you in your place faster than you could say Jack Robinson, her name being Mamie 
Robertson and all, Tree-will ikers, I was too busy minding my own business to make up 
such a tale or even pass along the gossip of the town than to make a yutz of myself. 

My Uncle William Taylor who owned a mercantile-livery stable from the founding 
days of early Commerce had died in 1934 but not from borddom but from old age like 
all of us Taylors. Uncle Bill helped get the oollege to move to Commerce so he was 
all for education that could bring in money enterprises and his daughter Mary mar- 
ried Homer .Vinn from 'Vinnsboro. Homer had a weird eyeball from having had pink-eye 
disease back some time ago but he joked a lot and was friendly; he moved his bus- 
iness to Greenville and on to Dallas later. The Depression was about to eat us all 
alive; the Taylor fortunes and Influence were on the wane but the college was still 
located on old Taylor owned land donated for that purpose as an enticement for its 
establishment in the first place. Old Nimrod Taylor had to take care of himself nowl 
and he had his share of stashed gold coins that were suddenly legally declared un- 
lawful to hold or have more than 10 on the premises so his hundreds of coins in gold 
legacy made him another fugitive or law-breaker but then what can you expect from 
the Federal Government. Cousin Terza Sullivan moved with him to Greenville to be his 
housekeeper and all was very Incognito Just like in the olden days when that shirt- 
tail sheriff from Vinnsboro was after young Nimrod. .Yell, my brother Guy was a 
tailor by trade and worked in a pressing shop for hats before moving to Lubbock for 
the prosperity there amid all his Great Depression contacts; he had a lung disease 
and 'went to the high cap rock mild climate for that ailment which most Taylors have 
an inherited lung disease that snoking helps develop into emphysema. A lot of Com- 
merce folks had moved to Lubbock along with Tom Holley's son left Holley Flat to 
live in dusty Lubbock with his young family in the 1920 1 s though. All of them visit- 
ed back and forth as friends do to their branchwater kinfolk since Intermarrying 
happened all the time with us old homefolks. 

Reverend Doctor Charles T. Alexander continued to visit from his fancy church 
on Grande Avenue in Dallas ever chance he could get; his son Paul wed Mary Lou 
Vfhitley whose father was president of T5ast Texas Normal College. Normal meant a 
teachers school back in those good old days. Put Paul and Mary Lou had a quSrrel so 
the get-togethers with them was icy cold enough to make Hell freeze over for sure. 

All the Alexander kin showed up at Vfinniford Way or Ubrane homeplace for the an- 
nual faster *?gg hunts or *Sgg Rolls that now included candy eggs or store bought 
stuff; seems that the sugar ants spend all their time at the picnics gathering the 
sweets too. But no more family engagements seemed to result from these outdoor af- 
fairs. Folks were too busy driving their cars real fast to stop far long at faster 
'Egg hunts or egg lawn parties or to play crockque. Simple joys seem to be out of 
style now. The world is changing and not for the better either. But the more things 
change, the more they stay the same in the long run so I may live to see what goes 
around then comes back around. 

Most distant relatives came for all the free food and to keep in touch with all 
the family gossip. *!arl Males came early and stayed late with his wife and 2 child- 
ren- his mother was Ivey Alexander who was a sister to the good Reverend Doctor 
Charles T. ^arl Males v/as the first relative to have the echo-lane-oracle tube to 
work arainst him when he said that all the relatives would inherit land *w ffeat- 
aunt Rebeccah Alexander died without a leeal will as she would do g^ 1 g™f?« „ 
fhflt rt^umpnts brin? on a fast death even at her age of 89. He talked nimse 11 

25 rf I f oStSw"; saying outloud what he planned to do because old Great Aunt 
P°Seccah ££2£f h^Stffi schemes as the whispers ~hoed tte 1^ the 

nid house- she then went to town and deeded her land to my father-in-law who W «J - a 
thJ acreake himsel? and rave her the profits in cash each autumn. Schemes are such 
a pertinent part of good Christian folks even against the relatives. 

Miss 311a and I decided to move our family from all the fuss by going to Sherman 
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to work on the extra board there since railroading activity was booming, being just 
above Dallas where prosperity seemed unlimited in relation to the poverty of all 
the small towns in ^ast Texas. But sight unseen 8lways makes the idea of prosperity 
seem better than it is or the land of milk and honey with streets laid with gold is 
a myth always but nice to think about v/hen you are preparing to move there .1 had to 
follow the jobs since prosperity would not just come to me, nothing works out like 
that but all the fine Church ladles in town stated that I was too evil and wicked 
for God to reward me with jobs coming into my lap as the pious liked to remind me 
so they really perverted Cod's face toward anyone not sitting on their pew. I never 
went back to that mean-spirited Church or ever spoke first to those godly ladies 
since they were too smug and hateful to acknowledge as human beings anymore. They 
would make a person believe in aethlsm for sure. Sherman was no better than hone 
folks said it would be; that made the church ladies happy to hear. Miss T?lla and I 
rented the Peveto house there; their son went to Dallas to set-up an auto shop and 
then his son decades later went to Houston to establish an auto business. I got 
accused of stealing food at a store in Sherman but was never convicted, just old 
quarrels rot out of hand (the long arm of the law is always connected to favors of 
some power structure businessmen that provides the money bags tbet grease the wheels 
of justice). I got over that insult and then moved to Texarkana to get a job on the 
extra board since the Red Rlv^r Army Ammunition Depot was going great guns. Mb soon 
lived at Ted '.Yindills place; he and his 3 brothers owned a mule barn where we visit 
ed a lot to enjoy the animals like being back on the farm; the Windill brothers all 
resided on Texas Avenue, we at 512. They all had huge houses with several apartments 
to rent out; our next door upstairs neighbor vras Ctto Neal and her mother. Otto's 
brother Claude was always out of town because he had gotten into the bad crowd v/ith 
the local mafia and dope was planted in a car so he was a patsy for the guilty ones 
who posed as the cream of society in Texarkana. Ye heard this tale numerous times 
from the lips of Otto Neal and her deal old mother along v/ith the society version 
from Mrs. Ted Windill. The good people in Texarkana let the mafia thrive by not ad- 
mitting to all the evil, for when any dirt is uncovered the good folks yell to get 
out of their nice town and quit saying bad things (tis easier to attack the messen- 
ger than to do anything about the real evil). Love it or leave it is their mealy 
mouthed cry by every ole lout in town. So the slobs really have a bird nest on the 
ground, all in the name of goodness not to demean their good town that one must say 
only good things or nothing at all so no discussion gets done to correct the evil 
(this is the clever tactic of the prospering thieves who surely do attend tke church 
that one cannot fall from grace; that is all a clever redneck devioe). But I needed 
a Job too much to resist or to try to improve the town of Texarkana. 7/e were treated 
like white trash by all the moss backs who smile to your face but say the meanest 
things to your backside. Jealousy is a powerful tool in town so my little girl 
with her straight A f s in class was black-balled from all the soroties in the high 
school on Texas side of Texarkana. They don't want competition so they pet a few to 
play hookey and lead the other astray; a bad reputation results and small tov/ns do 
not ever let you live down any bad thing you ever did plus they hold it apainst you 
for ever more. No never mind that you are no worse than the children of the rich 
and influential; not getting caught is the only thing that counts. So here us is in 
sin city. My little girl learned all this mischief the hard my for sure. 

I was soon working long hours but made time to remain a good fisherman; I was 
still the best angller in the world, going now to the nearby pools or old r.vers in 
the Arklatex area of Texarkana environs. But I still enjoyed returning to Commerce 
and fishing in the roundhouse pool on b^nch water kinsman J~ t . 
wed my coulin Salley Sullivan and got a housefull of our relat ive » "^g- fjJJ 6 ' * 
qioter Terza lived with them; they had never been separated a day in to lives. 

immorality was allowed to exist for long in to« *TM as p ^ ^ 
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Anyway, Joe Mangum was family of sorts far sure, and I got along with him so I 
was allowed to fish free of charge there. And man did I ever need the free eats. 
I was still a good fisherman, always going straight to the secret best places where 
the fish just couldn't wait to get caught by me, jumping like jacks out of the watei 
onto my baited hook. Now, that f s how much the fish liked my good looks. 

I always took the wiggling fish home alive to throw into the frying pan, fresh as 
a daisy to eat. My skills v/ere certainly appreciated at the breakfast table. But my 
little boy ate the most and did not seem to grow any; he had tonsilitus troubles 
and bad adnois along with inner-ear infections when we returned from semi-tropical 
South Texas to cold ^ast Texas snowy winter climate. Cold weather is more suffering 
of a hell than the hottest fires of hades could ever be. Cold weather pert near 
killed him for the next 15 years. But Little Bobby ate fish till he got sick of it 
and after getting grown will not eat any fish because of the mercury pollution in 
rivers and lakes (I didn't raise no fool). Yet the fish that I caught would fill a 
big-bad belly for sure and my dear wife of a sweetheart Viss Slla cooked them up 
with a big fish fry for all the neighbors to share; she was good and sweet like thai 
to do things as "'Ye have a marriage of convenience, mainly mine, as I alv/ays laughed 
when describing my wife's hard vork to please me. "Everybody and their dogs were 
alviays there to eat my fish, fresh from the local Commerce round-house pool. 

Yep, I was alv/ays glad to return to hometown Commerce. I always walked the brick 
streets to see the old familiar places and old timers after our years of expatriat 
exile from Commerce. And I wanted to get the latest poop, as the Hollywood movie 
star columnist would say about important things. 

Oliver Brothers pharmacy on west side of the square and even Cranf ords drug stor« 
on north Bide which is longest block in America or so reputed (Mrs. Cranford's granc 
mother is kin to the tfinnifords) . I even said howly to b8rber !)wwey Chapman at his 
shop where everybody's errand boy Dick Harrington hung out (his mental deficiencies 
were hardly noticed after seeing his zeal to do a good job or so Harrington proved 
his mefctle to all). Dewey though got pretty tipsey every day in this Commerce town 
that was dry as a bone on the Sahara Desert (but good errand boys could flna a local 
bootlegger at the Chief of Police's office). Another favorite haunt of mine v/as LIlj 
ice cream factiory that was still big as ever selling in all the little ^ast Texas 
towns for a 120 miles radius, even to Texarkana. Jim Clark men's wear was a good 
sight to behold along with Drake Brothers furniture store. ITven Knight-Chaney Vic- 
torian marble-top furnishings was an exclusive place to take a gander and just see 
again, even though young Knight Chaney himself was a philander in old Nigge* Holler 
and used his grandfather Tom Knight's fortune all up. I was happy as a clan to be 
back home in God's County, happy as if I had good sense. 

My favorite barber shop was Uncle Dick Hunter on the West side of the square next 
to O'Neal's Hardware store. The shoeshine man was my boyhood chum Nigger Duggan, sod 
of my mother's Nigger Mamie Duggan. Her son Alonza Duggan was my playmate and good 
friend. Boy Duggan sang and spit shined boots and fancy slippers fast as you could 
be please (Boy Duggan usta throw rocks and coal chunks on my head if I crossed too 
onto the wronr side of the railroad tracks near the Nigger Holler, now called the 
Holler because Black folks holler and sing a lot when just sitting or doing regular] 
household chores. I returned the favor if Boy Duggan got on my side of the turf; we 
gave as good as we got and laughed about it later. And we learned to love each othei 
through mutual earned respect. 

Verbal battles were ended with the use cf a Piss "Sllum Club waved to stop the 
really heated arguments; arguments raged over the least infraction during a long 
rainy day when cooped up too long. This custom of a fancy club made from an slm 
tree v»s used to settle discord at the old homeplace named Vfinniford Way. Reverend 
Doctor Charles T. Alexander gave my son a fancy Mexican baseball bat or really a 
plfiata stick that he so used (the pinate stick was full of fancy ca-ying «n| color- 
ed figures Inscribed all around it like an Aztex emblem so breaking the Pinata with 
fruit^slde with a fancy stick like ttet must have a real celebration). But here 
in deep ^ast Texas we made our own traditions done with flare. This fancy bat was 
kept behind the dining room door and we got to discussing and cussing on a subj ect 
at the dinner table all ranting at the table for hours so the Piss ^llum club was 
oicked up to wave in the air and settle matters right then and there. 
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I was still glad to b* back home again, even though I soon got tired of all the 
same old rigamoroll. I soonrot back in the groove living the good life according 
to the social graces or mores cf ^ast Texas smell town culture. Saturday night was 
an institution of an event, to take a bath and then get all sprue ed-up and walk the 
square to see who else was out on the town. Getting a parking space in front of a 
store (any store) was coveted like gold in cold weather. 2ven the train station was 
a popular place when a passenger train arrived, just to see who was coming and go- 
ing for a change. All the low-down gossip was gleaned during these times. 

Gee whiz what was a guy to do but listen to all the dirty stuff told about all th« 
folks in town and I was afraid to leave the enclave f cr then they would start in on 
me like a cow-on-a-whiz. Geeze only more dirt about the rich would do. I got tired 
of it all but had to stay to protect my own reputation. I had a scared look or the 
cat that ate the mouse look f so I keep staying and hanging around. I learned that 
the white man Lem Knight v«bs father of high yellow negro children; the nerro Aunt 
Hattie Purta or Sssie Dee always said "My son Jim Knight is the son of the finest 
white man in Commerce. 11 That put a quietesce to some of the bad mouthing talk when 
she interjected that commentary about life in Commerce town; that was more than we 
jawboners deserved to hear in polite society gathering like on Saturday night. No 
one here but us chickens, just about summed up that gathering. 

The preachers never gave sermons on such morality or a lack of it but then most 
of them were busy trying to build a finer edifice so they protected their interest 
with the wealthy Knight family. You don't go by vhat preachers say ever; they will 
lead you to the collection plate for sure. The good book of the 3IBL15 is the only 
source of God's word on earth. No one alive has God 1 s ear as the chosen few like the 
fancy Dan preachers claim, lying through their teeth. That's enough to make an ath- 
eist of you definitely. My dear old daddy learned that the hard way when he guided 
preachers to the Oklahoma Land Rush so they could steal land from the Indians ahead 
of the specified date. > f y father always said he knew God's way as well as any prea- 
oher man in town did. Daddy is now retired here in Commerce and is learning things 
at the college library that he once never thought was worth while to read about. Hla 
contemporary friends complain about retirement being a bore, their saying: n I am 
retired with nothing to do and all the time in the world to do it." That is the 
will of allah, be done or be gone, like I say about such a v/aste of time when all 
they have to do is put on their thinking cap to figure out something to use their 
time constructively. They could go to dances if their religion permitted it. I know 
my dad danced a jig with the ladies; he was not through with her (his partner) by a 
long shot and they danced so much the floor fell out from under them; now I would 
not kid a kidder like you about that sort of g ood times and good use of idle time. 
A really good dance partner was Vallle Mc^lvey whose husband was a cripple and they 
were the telephone operators at the Cumby phone company which the local citizens 
owned with stock shares; Vallie was hungry tor some sort of vigorous physical act- 
ivity for her recreation let me tell you. She was a dancing fool. The motto for the 
dancing fools was to do something even if it was wrong. She was a real spit fire 
though if you insulted her virtue that she w s tr if fling on her sick husband still 
at home; she was just out on the town painting it red for a change of pace. These 
old time dances were free since folks brought their violin or banjo or French-harp 
not to be confused with a French Horn bass Instrument because most folks call it 
en harmonica; we had occasionally an accordlan for a polka or cajun music, 3ut most 
ly the Jews harp v/as used to tune the voice for the acapella singing; we had enough 
free entertainment to last a life time or so we thought. We had cheap fun and thou- 
ght we could bring the moon down law enough to buy it for our inexpensive good time* 
during these youthful days, v/e did not spend money simply because we did not have 
any to snend. Thus, we fit in with my Uncle Scotty avaricious ways with our nlgg- 
a-dlv lifestvle. All this public fun was done to forget our household woes. 

Nut the worst mi sflortune' or family woe tte t hit that little boy of mine was his 
curiosity that could kill a cat and nearly Immortalized him for sure at the same 
tin*. That son of mine played too hear the front yard center flower bed at . innl- 
ford My homeolace; all the old timey places had a huge cactus bed with a buffalo 
skull and bones decorated in the center on larre rock3 that called attention to 
this beautiflcation to look like pioneer days on a trail drive. .7ell, my little boy 
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toppled over into that cactu3 bed and he looked like a porcupine for sure. His how- 
ling and screaches called our attention to his plight quick enough; we picked small 
spikes out of his ornery hide for weeks and then some. He sure shied far from that 
center piece of a flower bed after that experience. That prickley peer of a cactus 
bed had to be replaced so we turned the goats onto it by putting a fence around it; 
goats will eat anything that you don't want them to devour such as clothes on the 
line or even pood metal buckets with the smell of food still inside them or any tin 
can that is smeally. But not a bite of that cactus ever got even a nibble from the 
cantankerous goats. 'Ve had to finally burn the tfactus bed; we threw the hot coals 
from the wood burning stoves there for years before the growth even began to recede 
certainly keeping water off it would not kill the niisance. We had to dig it out by 
the roots when the top wilted back and then the splinters of a spine would penetrate 
the thickest glovers. Urine best thwarted the growth, emptied chamber pots onlt and 
then the privy smell nearly killed us. Hades itself must have a boundary fence of 
cactus beds to keep all the hellions deep Inside, secure to their banishment. 

*.¥e planted a border of the last rows of sunnier commonly called red canna flov/ers 
around the smelly cactus bed that was so dangerous. But what finally completely kil- 
led down the cactus bed best of all was urine: human. Now, that is the nice socially 
polite v*>rd for what we did to that ]>rickley pear bed. "Alien all the family assemble* 
for the get-to-geth^rs, I put my imagination to work on overtime for feeding that 
cactus some kind of poison like it meeted out to us humans. Well, when the lazy af- 
ternoons took over from the heavy noon meal, I told all the men to go take a leak 
at the cactus bed; we had contests to see who could piss th* fartherest into the 
root system. Tooto nearly 10 years to eradicate, but v/e finally killed that ornery 
cuss down to size enough to start digging the root cause out. The dense cactus 
growth fell down limp like the walls of Jerico in the Bible. Such drollery of lazy 
afternoons contests after a big noon meal really paid off. All us big daddies will 
do anything to help a little kid who has been hurt so all the fathers did their do 
really well to eradicate the menace of the thorns of contention. 

My little boy had nighmare dreams about that old oactus bed. But most of all he 
had* dreams about being horn. He claimed that he could remember being blrthed. /ell, 
my little boy claimed that he began existence as a pair of eyes like on a painted 
canvas by an oil painter. The art work gradually extended his whole being; he could 
feel the strokes making his legs, his arms and his whole body finally took form; 
the head and consciousness he said were always there or at least first formed. And 



then, he would run off the canvass into the moving terrain of the landscape. Some- 
times, he would return into the painting before awaking. So, my little boy was all 
before he was an infant born or a baby in our household or so goes the tales of his 
dreams since this recurrent dreams is dreamed in chapters that he can take up at 
will by Just thinking about the last dream before going to sleep; he can read his 
dreams like a textbook with future chapters being added each new time. 

Another dr*am that was recurrent always viewed the tombstone under giant pecan 
tree near the old homeplece in the West pasture. All the numbers were the same so 
until reaching age 11, he assumed that he would die young but then age 111 seems 
uncanny to live so long (but now folks live to be 101 on TV shews about famous folk 
and then the last surviving Civil War veteran was age 115 at Houston during the 
1950 f s. All the kinfolk said that his being sick a lot nade him v/ant to die but 
that dream was not of death but of living; it v«s reassurance by God that he would 
live in spite of all the bad health. Kin do not want any relative to have a bett*r 
chance of hope than they have so they deniegrate all that the cousins have happen- 
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«ulyToor a^ obvious t. th.s. with eyes to .... Odd that preachers sell insurance 
when God should protect you, not a man-made Institution that requires dollars. 
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Religion was about the only subject most folks knew enough to talk about* And 
then only could repeat what their preachtfer had expounded upon for an hour. Glad 
that Charles T. Alexander could converse on other topics since he knew that all of 
us Church of Christ folks knew the Bible for ourselves and did not depend upon the 
reading from a preacher to tell us the written word. Well, we knew the politics of 
the day and some of the social habits of world leaders and movie starts. Movies are 
the extent of intellectual capacity far most of the average folks. Vfay, folks take 
seriously the antics of the silver screen stars. Clark Gable is a foul mouthed old 
buzzard and he had a brain, * would have thought him to death for sure. I visited 
vulgar Hollywood once; I spent a week there one night as the scaredy cats would say. 
Clark Gable reputes to talk as foul as most railroaders. I have gotten back with 
railroaders and their vicious talk of shit-flre and save matches way of saying most 
things; they will argue even when obviously wrong which is called butt-head momen- 
tum as most goofballs do. They don't need to be so violent v/ith their tongue as my 
co-worker Charlie Bell would say; he nailed his bedposts to the floor vwhen his wife 
moved tha furniture around after he went to work and he returned late at night to 
get in bed in the dark but fell on the floor where the bed usta to be; Charlie cus- 
sed a blue-streak but well, then, he was Just trying to talk me to death concerning 
all his anxiety. The tail of life was nagging Charlie to death back then. And too 
Charlie Bell did not like the name of Bobby for my little boy because says he the 
name Bobbie is a double entendre for policeman as a "Bobbie" in England. Imagining 
the two as the same really made me wonder about his mental faculties since he was a 
boozer sometimes and must be getting wet-brain syndrome for sure. 

I should not cast the first stone about drinkers but can 1 t resist the chance. 
If my long tongue were tied in the middle, I could talk much faster and tell twice 
the tales that just might enable me to get all my stories told before I die of old 
ape. But then T just talk the way I normally do and for the fun of it all at that. 
I should read more but weak eyesight is my excuse, poor as it be. A pal of mine al- 
ways placed a twenty dollar bill in the classic books to encourage his children at 
least to open them and take a pander. But that was big money during the depression. 
But he made them take a quiz on the contents before being allowed to keep the big 
twenty dollar bill. His children were indeed smart and seemed to have plenty of 
spending money. All his little girlieques as he called his 7 daughters had plenty 
of smarts to spare or to throw around to impress others. 

Impressing others seemed easy when one had a few spare dollars to spend back ther: 
in the good old days of poverty. The .Vinnifard homeplace finally got painted by all 
the kinfolks helping out; it took a while to slap the paint on but it looked like 
prosperty had returned for sure, again. No one wasted a drop of paint on the ground; 
cost too" much to splatter droplets to waste; folks once Knew how to conserve and 
use everything and that also cade the whole countryside look neat and clean rather 
than be a Junk yard of a sore eye like now. America has become ugly and filthy be- 
cause that is the way the narrow-minded or single-tracked folks are today with the 
agenda to be themselves and free as a breeze to do their c*m thing; their attitudes 
show in their actions. Folks had rather mess up the terrain than throw trash in a 
garbage can, such mindless resentment of decency amazes me to this day. 

'.Yell. I sold scrap iron metal and made a living until I got a steady job on the 




to starve to death. That at least was my excuse at the time till this day. 

Robert Bills visited areln every autumn as usual; he was so rich he doesn t know 
how SoJ h. is worth as the saying goes. He had money to burn but he never did and 
?t was for sure «olng out of style with him who never spent a dime foolishly. He 
•1-nre the same old trails with a black coat over It when going to church or travel. 
S<^J.WmriSi2 so Scotch that he had dust coming out of his wallet 

°^ t ^r. ra rrn^^!i? n !t h ^rSwnsvilie in toeTxas^uit vfiley as we called him work- 
ad* ikeT^un" ^^tSTSSiJliS.lolnr ***** **jS 

School sine 
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century; also he used a Bible book with no verse end chapter numbering since the 
original Bible had only paragrphs marked off so he did not learn quotations out of 
context since no John 3:16 existed until modern man perverted the biblical pages; 
Cousin Robert ^llls was a stickler for exactitude and he would say "I stand* Correct- 
ed" when a word was mispronounced or mistakenly interprets ted. But Cousin Robert 
was seldom wrong about anything he said since he was a man of a few words, certain- 
ly none idle or falsely accusing others; he was the arch conservative of all time. 
He ask questions a lot but seldom rave ansv/ers unless someone was giving wrong in- 
formation. V/e worked good together all those years he visited the farm when I was 
there. He v/as en honest, fair and just person. 3ut he v/as crabby and ill as a hor- 
net v/hen his silence was interrupted because he liked himself just the v/ay he was 
too much to indulge in idle chit chat with an ignorant fool. He suffered fools ligh 
tly for sure. He was a rich man so he could afford to be his own nan and still have 
community respect since God had rewarded him for being good or so the social word 
was out on him. Folks overlook harshness of the wealthy citizens but despise v/hen 
poor souls are crabby so Cousin Robert was rich enough to be respected by all the 
morally corrupt souls in the family end local community; respect goes to the rich. 

Cousin Robert was a hard worker and preferred to be busy most of the time; he al- 
ways helped round up turkeys to sell In the fall of the year when visiting. Miss 
Lynna and sister Lucille sold hundreds for a good profit sinoe turkeys ran wild in 
the cotton fields to eat bugs so that sprays weren't needed to pollute the land. A 
turkey would eye a grasshopper and chase that one insect a mile until it got caught 
and then et up whole while that beady eyed turkey W8S running over dozens of other 
more docile grasshoppers butthat is like the way a calf roper has to zero-in on onlj 
one calf and chase it or else all will get away. But that is concentrated committ- 
ment for sure. Never needed the expense of chemicals to control pest on the old home 
place back in the good old hard working days because an angle was fast figured out 
on how to get rid of the pesky things with no expense while also earning a dollar 02 
two in the process. Now, that is the true old American spirit of enterprise that is 
long lost. And chemical sprays cause allergies as shown by more and more children 
being born with Incurable allergle conditions all the time so society is killing 
Itself deliber tely as its cwn worst enemy not to wake up dead some morning soon 
from our own ignorance. And too there were no wild varir.ents or predatory animals 
allowed to kill the turkeys and chickens that ran free in the fields; the Gr*at De- 
pression hard times had made trapers out of even city slickers so all the rabbits, 
foxes, coyotes and wolves along with mean wild dogs had been et up into some kind 
of family stew. It took twenty years or more for the wildlife to replensih Itself 
into the woods again to kill off the farmers 1 livestock (and now the stupid govern- 
ment agents want to Introduce wolves, foxes and coyotes along the creeks; all that 
will spread ticks and fleas for hundreds of miles up and down the riverbeds besides 
the variments eating the newborn calves and all the chickens they H can catch). It 
is a crazy world that allows the stupid to rule the good sense of the experienced 
landholders. It was a coon's age or once in a blue moon to see anything wild coming 
to the barns late at night to eat our animals during the middle of the night to 
awaken us all when the dogs bayed and charged the predators. Of course, M iss Lynna 
shot the dickens out of the o 1 possums and the vclves for sure. Only once on the old 
homeplace did the old timers use chemicals for a good effect. 

We had a big problem at the old homeplace that only DDT could cure; we had fleas 
or old fashioned stick-tights that are very small, much smaller than regular dog 
fleas. It was a year round pestilence or infestation for sure. They were under all 
the tarns and all 27 out-buildings including the house itself ; we kept chickens 
under the house because they ate the fleas or else the etlck-tlghts would have cha- 
sed us awav, taking over like a slave master. We even painted the batten fgWtt 

^•|,°?L f MIlI5.!TilSS**S ** eover.d with fleas from head to toe; 
hit legs looked lUM blank so we had to pick then off and kill them Immediately 
by squSwlnf between our thumb nails or they would hop Into our jAtuS"* 
all JilBht, crawling and ltchlne us to death. Has ar» a peok of trouoie out tnen 
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v/hen they are yours so whet else is th«re to do but cat»r to their needs; the only 
way tc shut up their whines is to provide something good for them all along to do. 
Veil, when ray little boy would get dirty from playing and have lint in his navel or 
belly-button fuz as he called it, then the dirty build-up between his toes in his 
socks of the boots he would call that toe- jam* To this day, we call caked dirty on 
the toes toe T jam or that 1 s nothing but toe- jam dirt we say. Parents have to make a 
fun pame outof keeping clean or else one becomes a nag and a jail keeper in what 
was otherwise a comforting homelife. Takes imagination to keep kids happy and busy 
doing good things that they don't realize is good for them till later in life. 

We had pretty good entertainment at home with the children and included the few 
neighbors who wanted clean wholesome fun without cussing and ranting. My wife and 
me (I know tc say I but I sounds so haughty when having fun with the kids) so we all 
whoope* and hollered among ourselves. We listened to the radio and sometimes went 
to the movies and talked about the morals or a lack of them in the movies later. 
Thi» we knew about the outside world so 7/e were no hayseeds or hicks like folks up 
north say Texans are (I learned this sorry fact first hand v/hen Vorld War II brought 
Yankee down South). My father-in-law had a battery powered radio with a long wire 
for an antennea frcm top to tree limb connected into his house; the radio got all 
of President FDR's fireside ehats and of course the Breakfast Club show; also got 
Amos and Andy. Jack Benny was a laugh a second as well. I would laugh till T fell 
off the couarh and rolled across the rug as the old saying goes about letting the 
good times roll. 3ut the least wet blanket of a hateful retort by Sister-in-law 
Beryl would just floor me: she floored me more than once let me tell you; she and 
Miss Blale had nasty-nice verbal bouts that would put Kruschev and the United Na- 
tions to shame. But between you and me and the gate post, I was just a homebody who 
wanted to relax and laze around the house rather than fuss and fight like the real 
McCoys that those sisters-in-law of mine were. I always told them that we were not 
going to get out of this life alive so why be so mean just because you knew how to 
be so ornery. It is midnight and getting darker all the time with them is what I 
would tell those fuss budgets v/hen the angry times got going really loud. 

1 didn 1 1 have ice wat^r in my viens when it came to those squakers of a sisterln- 
law. The only thing that stopped their fuming and fussing was a cyclone to scare 
the day lights out of them and all of us for that matter. The funnel cloud of a 
tornado would turn the daytime sky pitch dark as if it were indeed midnight to cause 
"dark-thirty" as the old timey folks called such a pending storm cloud. I am no ig- 
norant fool so I ran for cover to let them sisters-in-law quarrel their anggr away 
before Cod's fury itself was unleashed, for surely they conjured up those really bad 
storm clouds with their mean words so loud all the way to heaven's gate. Some of the 
nen on the old homeplace would reach for a snort of the houch to drink their woes 
away during a fuss budget time during that Great Depression and thus would be feel- 
ing no pain when the full brunt erf the funnel cloud hit. sounding like a herd of 
wild horses or buffalo on the stampede up the driveway (or inside the house all the 
loud shouting by those women at each other was as bad). The roaring wind outside was 
about all that could stop the constant fussing of those sis t«rs-in-law of mine. They 
were way out in left field or they were in their own vacuum of discontent; I could 
always commune with nature about then so I always talked aloud to vent my feelings 
during each powerful wind storm and talked a blue-streak to mother nature as I head- 
ed far the barns an<? far away from the windy talking of the ladies 'hat surely had 
brewed up that mean storm from mother nature. But those sisters-in-law of mine would 
stop temporarily to flee to the storm cellar or else they might have come up missing 
for ever or found themselves dead someplace untidy. Besides, they liked to be down 
in the dingy and smelly storm celler where they continued to make sniie remarks 
amid the rest of the family in cramped quarters. Meaness ruled for 

•te survived somehow all the hate and the fury of the storms amid the family. But 

that is out of the question for me to discuss their short comings and not mention 
mine as well. Hy own character flaw allowed them to continue flailing me and my 
loved ones so I should have fled long before I did. 
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The new decade of 1940 saw me going to Texarkana to v;ork full time on the extra 
board while my family stayed in Commerce for the kids to go to school there. I was 
surprised to hear that the new 40 f s were full of opportunity, calling them the 
filthy forties while the "thrifty thirties" had passed into history. VV&r in Europe 
had opened up the money flow for sure or so-said the economic analyst. Hitler was 
exactly what the money pot of democracy needed to get the free enterprise system 
going great guns. A regular paycheck will make you overlook a lot so I was too busy 
anyway earning my salary to analyze the ethics of the new economy that was making 
rich people out of the war effort since that new ammunition depot was being built 
at Red River arsenal. But I still feared that my extra board Job would end each time 
I was paid so I refused to move my family until certainity prevailed for a chance. 

I finally became somewhat secure in the idea of a regular Job on that extra board 
job in the Texarkana Cotton Belt yards so I went where the work beckoned near that 
army ammunition depot; I wore "general shirtsleeves" clothes as a badge of honor to 
be a blue-collar worker with a paycheck (but soon learned that society folks detest 
Ipss than stuffed white shirts in their midst). Just can't ret ahead in this life 
unless a member of the country club set on their Republican seat of authority so 
opportunity goes to the big wigs in town as usual. But short sleeves in the good old 
summer time beats wearing a tie and coat when no air conditioning exists so I gladly 
wore my unofficial uniform as "General Shirtsleeves" to work. I roomed where the 
laziest woman in the world lived; she was so slow th* dead lice won 1 1 even fall off 
her when she did move. And she was too lazy to scratch \tfiere it itches even it it 
v/as in her britches. Yhen she dies, no one will know the difference — that 1 s her 
speed all time for you to see. Seeing is believing that she was so lazy or triflinp 
at avoiding work so I wondered how she survived the Gr°at Depression. 

My energetic old dad with all his ailments could out-work that lazy woman; he v/as 
of course still living back in Commerce with my brother William; they raised a big 
vegetable "*rden and ho£s to butcher In the late autumn. T helped out when back 
there between jobs; my dad used every part of the hog, even the squeel caught into 
a box to sell as a toy at Christmas time. And that is not a tale, or else I am a 
ring tailed tutor for sure in this life that I will never eet out of alive. 

Vy mother and dad still had the biggest quarrel going in the history of Texas. It 
certainly lasted the longest of any on record, from the time long before I was born 
till they both died, never speaking to each other again. My father v»s blamed for 
the death of his brother Ike's wife Jeannie Sullivan Taylor. Aunt Jeannie was a 
double aunt since she was also the sister to my mother Laura ^stelle Sullivan Tay- 
lor. Well, once we Taylors like a family we love them to death by everyone marrying 
into it. Anyway, two Taylor brothers married two Sullivan sisters on the same day 
of a St. Valentine Day in 1880. They wed the girl next door so to speak; their old 
plantations adjoined each other just north of Winnsboro, Texas. The Taylor place 
named Cherrywood was prosperous and elecant while the once-splended Sullivan place 
of over 64,000 acres was in genteel poverty with tumbling down buildings. Henderson 
Sullivan, my uncle, was too much the Southern gentleman type to work up a sweat or 
raise his voice in anger to anyone who did not work hard on his idle landed estate. 
Thus, the good natured Sullivans were a prize social catch since they never said a 
hateful word to anyone, their being too aristocratic elegant for words and all. The 
Tfcylors were go-getters and grandma w Miz 3-M Taylor v/as the richest wider- woman in 
Texas so it all balanced out in the long run since Granny Taylor approved the mar- 
riages into the local gentry class way beck then. She had enough money in ca*h to 
go around for them all to become new mill ionnaires several times over (Granny had 
been ^vi^r gunrunner and had a million twenty-dollar go d P eces s a shed in 
the root cellar when the War Between The States ended) . 

cotton to sell when that uncivil war ended an d then each ySJ^^^^iS.iXSSS 
v/as raised on her twenty-thousand arce plantation if 
as the Sullivan acreage of 64,000 *es namea couia aav r [ snd share cropper! 

^Te £ iJSiwtiS love pa l/or "strange bedfellers of a marriage. 

ZlT, the honeymoon leaV-d two years or more; both couples all got wed as a big 

t ' \. » » , Ai%foH nnQ « 0 iohrflt^n festivities. The weddinr ceremont took pi.ac> 
event on both plantations ceieoraxion i suvities^ ne w«uu^ dromon 
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at the old Sullivan Grasslands ho.-neplace that granddad Doc Benjamin Sullivan built 
for his wife Laura Giles Sullivan and the elegant but expensive reception occurred 
over the next hill at Cherrywood where the Taylor-made victuals were out of this 
world good according to Nigger-ma :mnie Dug^an. And then a fine carriage with six 
fine horses and a supply wapcn alonp v/ith the old nigger mammie Dupgan who raised 
my mother and Jeannie after the Civil War diseases killed their parents along with 
the Taylor family body servant named Boyee or pronounced Bowiee v/ent along to do all 
the hard chores on the trip. '1'heir honeymoon took the King's Highway down to Galve- 
ston for weeks on end until they v^re all nearly too weak to go on. Then, they took 
the Old Spanish Trail into the citrus valley as it is called today. The newlyweds 
toured the state of Texas in those 1880 wild days or wild west days, stayed as gues- 
ts on big ranoes along the way around the state with the Taylor retinue and of 
course hard cash of pold coins that grandmaw rave them to spend to enjoy themselves 
in high style as the most assurredly did. And that grand tour lasted over two years 
before the luster wore off and they returned to every day or ordinary lives. Those 
newlyweds never parted company for the rest of Jeannie 1 s life; they stayed together 
in love and adventure and business bentures as well. 7/hen Grandmaw Viz 3-W T&ylor 
died in 1885, four Taylor brothers trekked westward to keep Nimrod Taylor Junior 
from being hanged by that shirttall sheriff of Winnsboro. Grandmw was the richest 
wlder-worren in Texas but more important she vas headstrong enough to physically pro- 
tect all she loved and held dear. She had a plan to continued keeping Nimrod safe 
long after her death and she paid dearly for that. She left a million dollars in 
cash to each of her 9 children since she had twenty millions stashed in gold plus 
her fine 20,000 acre homeplaoe named Cherrywood. Grandmaw Ml2 3-M Taylor left spec- 
ial funds to care for her grandson Nimrod Junior for the next 60 years or so. All 
her crown children minded her whims even after death. Sven in death for she was a 
force of fearsome quality— retm ember she was that slip of a girl who dug a cistern 
or deep well all the v/ay to China just to see what she could see and she even threw 
a Yankee army off the plantation so surely she could come back from the dead to 
haunt a wayward family child that did not surely stick together enough to protect 
poor little Nimrod Junior who was all of 18 years old then. The obedient family 
headed westward and stooped at old Black Jack Grove, which was a saloon stop 76 
miles east of Dallas on the old King 1 s Highway or Road to Jefferson as folks had 
started to call the 1688 Highway now; Black Jack Grove or called Cumby now was the 
meanest town in Texas then for decades. Cutthroats hung out there so the lawmen did 
not pester folks at all and thus Nimrod was safe to wander about and all around. 
Well, onlv 2\ miles due north lived a good friend of poor dead tfiz 3-M; the -friendly 
Sarah Alexander Winniford had also lost her husband from ailments inflicted by the 
uncivil war between the states. The Taylor clan visited and camped there at the old 
Urbane Alexander land survey place now called V/lnniford ,Vay, but the wagons were not 
allowed onto her land because of the negroes acoompanlag the Taylors. No black faces 
had ever been on her land so Sarah being from Springfield. Illinois originally and 
also since she did not believe in slavery was also a family friend to old nbe Lin- 
coln. Aunt Sallv as she was called did not permit negroes on her property because 
that would bring the blot of slavery onto her children 1 s children as the 3ible says 
about sins of the fathers visited upon the children 1 s children. Aunt Salley believed 
in stats 1 rights down to the last letter of the law but not slavery ( th* Civil Yar 
was not fought over slavery at all; the rights of the individual °v«r property « 
above companies was the Issub so the Robber Baron industrialists won their JPjby 
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nected force Jnr overrent) *ell anyhow Aunt J"* J^bXlt ^ Qml , take th . 
a new railroad just 9* miles north otnerp ^ ^ ^ g h 
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Schedules irere not a regular thing if at all so a week was considered fast and 
a monthly run was more like It if lucky to sell cattle f or other goods but all that 
soon changed* Anyway, the Taylor-nade v/ay cf doing things got put Into effect soon* 
This business opportunity at Cow Hill was Just too good a thing to pass by so Unk 
.7111 lam Taylor invested his gold cash in a raercanti le-livry stable right away but 
he chose a site just two miles wast of Cow Hill. That cow hill smealy place along 
with a general store merchant Jernlgan, near an older stcre owned by the Jackson 
family was the preferred spot. Store goods had to be sent to the new settlement so 
they wrote the bill of sale of lading to a place called Commerce. And that is how 
my old hometown got named with a little enterprise by the Taylor brothers on their 
way to California or wherever westward to hide out v/ith ?*imrod Taylor, the outlaw 
killer of 9 men who shot his dsd dead just before he was barn, Unk William soon 
owned a hardware store that was what he ran till he sold out a few short years be- 
fore his death In 1934. Unk Ike Taylor established a dray or delivery service to 
bring goods to the Taylor store end others of course and then Jim Taylor started 
a domino hall or pool parlour that today would be a social club or rec fcall place. 
But my dsd George made home brew and sold it by the gallon jug; that was legal back 
then. Also, he had the wanderlust so he became a guide or trailblazer into Indian 
Territory since so many ^exas folks were wanting to go that v/ay far adventure and 
for gold mining along with squatting on land. Daddy also went hunting far gold him- 
self; he nearly found it too as he often said. Everyone had gold fever beck then; 
folks wanted something for nothing, just like retting all that wild Indian land for 
next to nothing in the olden days. Human nature ain't never changed since the days 
of Adam and ^ve. "/hen something seems just for th° taking, then some folks will 
naturally be there to try and take it all. Daddy went and took his family so of 
course his brother Ike and wife Jennie went along. They met Indian Chiefs, even the 
last powerful medicine man named V/overa who predicted the end of the Indian nation 

of the old time ways with his famed words: "The sky will turn black all the time 
and all flying things will fall down forever and the green earth will become brown 
and unproductive; then, the poor land will be forsaken by the greedy whitemen who 
will abandon it all just as they stole it all from our people and only then the 
poor Indians Aho are accustomed to nothing good will be the only ones left alive 
to reclaim all the once bountiful land. Andthen the bounty will return for us 
Indians to keep as we know how to live in harmony with the soil and our human needs 
rather than destroy natural beauty for greedy money." Now, that is some fanciful 
tale that even I could never imagine to tell as the truth if I tried all day. 

My daddy and his brother met all those old timers for sure. But the sncwgot so 
deep every winter that you could not nee the sky; it just about killed everybody 
whc got snowed into their cabins for the duration since food ran out. Thus white 
folks came back to civilization bsck then far sure. Only savages knew how to sur- 
vive those hard times. But one winter, the first snows came early and caught them 
Taylor brothers with their families in the mountains, of Oklahoma, all U chains 
of those mountains. Jennie was pregnant and then had her baby during the blizzard 
but she died and of course the baby lived like they always do when the mamma dies. 
Yet that baby was said to have died but ray sister Lissie always said it vfis she 
and that our daddy was not hers; she hated my daddy so much that she always said 
that storv over and over till the day she died just to hurt daddy originally I do 
think Dude GeW^ylor Junior "as also born in Indian Territory on the same 
2^t*S^ hence, the ,ame name, being birthed on President 

X" J!i.i*.?F2£ M»/bSt wrote alfferently In the old Bible records. And she ol- 
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Daddy v/as a guide ror ™" * ° Territory were among his many clans to be guided. 
Landtroop feT.ilies in *° c -^ ia ^° n ?.„^f ^ th * Tavlor clan married some of them cousins 
Ihey war. all ^STi2d%Sut»^tO all had a flare for the good 
fifVfTu rex:ftin g e thinrs P suc1 l a°s luther Landtroop raised Lena Rivers, the 
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Indian princess from Oklahoma with an oil fortune so that was some tale to tell, 
^mmltt Luther Landtroop f s wife Irene Sealey Landtroop really worked that rich lit- 
tle oil heiress nearly to death for the sake of learning the work ethnic and that 
heartless tactic made the gal flee to ^arls, France when she pained control of her 
millions and eventually drank herself to death on all that firewater that made her 
go wild, making Miss Lena a good example, of all that was bad to do in life after 
she died of living the pood life in gay *aree. Too muoh of a good thing will finall 
kill you for sure, Luther Landtroop had a way with women that always ended In a 
bad way for the lady, starting with his jilting a Cumby area sweetheard at the al- 
tar and that was why he fled to wild Indian Territory. He was a ladies man all his 
preb*scent life onward, not to be trusted with your budding daughters. Luther never 
molested anyone sexually; he dealt with those above the are of consent but held out 
on marrying them in an ape when the honorable thing to do was to wed the deflowered 
woman; he was a cad well ahead of hie time and would fit in today (in fact, he al- 
ways visited two or three times a year his sister Maggie v/innif ord and even dated 
the widows of Cumby, Including the elderly lady whom he jilted as a youth; Luther 
still had his charisma in old age, left over from his roving days). 

The cousin Y/elcum V/ilson put his energies into making money, big money, rather 
than seducing the ladies (even though Luther owned land by the section and ran his 
own 4 chair barbershop for decades). But Yelcum Wilson III eventually took all the 
terd work of the generations of parsimony or close-fisted and grasping scrimping to 
become a millionaire, making a real fortune that the first //elcum Wilson would sur- 
ely appreciate. Or the founder Stewart '.Vilson who fled the diseased tuberculousis 
of Florence, Alabama in 1889 would duly be impressed and amazed that his grandchil- 
dren would be so wealthy. 3ecoming a big oil baron out of Tulsa, Oklahoma was more 
of a dream than the original settled into Oklahoma Territory ever thought possible. 
Yet all the prissy religionists said that V/elcum V/ilson III was predestined to do 
as he did or that he got born Just to become a big oil baron (free-will seemed to be 
a lost concept when justifying wheeler-dealing in the name of God). However, Yelcum 
,'iilson III lived a great deal of the time in oil-city Houston, Texas where he mani- 
pulated his oil fortune mostly. He helped finance a quarter percent of the Houston 
Opera hall when it got built so tfelcum was no slauch in doing his civic duty, no 
slackard in a grudging way with money for a public monument that only a penurious 
soul could have created first. A skinflint will surprise you once In a while when 
taking a detour from their miserly venality. A scrooge type is easily understood 
with his ungenerous behavior or covetous ways but tis Interesting to see them want 
to be remembered by posterity as a patron of the arts whioh is Just another ^greedy 
usurer to gain public opinion acceptance with the check book extortion whioh buys 
good will forever in stone on that public building. The rich buy their way Into the 
history books and get their names engraved in stone on the cornerstone of public 
buildings. So be it, If that is the way America chooses to squander Its people re- 
sources on the less noble aspiring of society by setting greed as the highest stan- 
dard of rewards In high society. Veil, I am going my way to be too noble to stoop 
to that level. Anyway, I come descended from a long lineage of folks who did what 
they wanted to do by just being fun»lovlng average people out to hav* a good time 
to be cavalier about it all. Vy daddy set the pace in life for me; he v/as a trail- 
blazer or cethf lnder literally for settlers or squatters out to grab land In old 
Oklahoma Territory. He tour guided my wife's kin originally as well as thousands of 
other land seekers. One group of religious folks provided the b«st JIOgjMW my 
dad in his advanced old agej while crossing the mighty Red Kiver Into Oklahoma, an 
eddv of* a aulcksand bog in the middle of the big river suddenly made Itself known, 
/ell the prim preach^rman had lectured my daddy for days all the way on his foul 
language a£d insults to the good lord when addressing the 5^^ t 0 ^^f^ a i e Vw^ 

^Lur-urtt&ie V. h ll"7**%»r< S LusencW « e on «. .boot to go .«r. 
Daddy v/as just sitting back on his horse ncfeyi n g a V/Dr ^ when the fine pree „ hftP 
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suddenly began to beg my daddy to pet off his high horse and help save his damn 
wagon: "Cuss 1 em, George; they understand your foul lanpua^e, not my nice words." 
That command really inspired my pood ole dad to do his duty in the name of God's 
handmaiden, the preacherman. And they all got saved that day, ^specially the houa 
hold goods cf that soared preacher/ran* 

But my mother never spoke to my daddy again v/hen they got back to Commerce. She 
certainly was not angry about the cussing; she was mad as hell about the death of 
her sister Jeannle during childbirth when they had all planned to leave early to re- 
turn to Commerce to have the baby in 8 real house, not a sod hut durlnp a blizzard. 
Mamma never got over her mad, giving daddy the silent treatment that eventually 
chased himaway from the marriage bed but they had two more children (me and Lissie) 
during that silent treatment for sure. Kother raised Lissie as her otki since she 
would have been a double first cousin for sure with the same last name anyway; no 
official record ever indicated that Lissie was other than my sister, yet Bennie Ike 
Taylor was indeed my double-first-cousin and playmate so then why didn't Unk Ike 
raise his baby girl also (but a baby is harder to menage than a 3 year old boy). 
Anyway Lissie felt cheated of a father when daddy had to leave Commerce town so she 
pot back at him verbally with abuse that he was not really her father after all. 
Kids will hold frrudges forever until they become parents themselves of anpry chil- 
dren .tfio pet even with them in kind or in turn. Wfell, daddy went to work as a car- 
penter building tall wooden oil derricks in the new oil fields aft*r the 1901 
Splendletop strike so my father had three distinct professions or lifestyles: (1) 
a Southern gentleman cotton planter on the larpe Cherrywood plantation and then (2) 
trailblazer or pathfinder tour guide into Indian Territory and (3) finally as a 
roustabout in the pioneer oil fields of Texas and atlas (k) 29 years of retirement 

lifestyle when most folks bsrely reached old age to retire at all so he was ahead 
of his time as well, doinp what few others ever did but then that is the Taylor-mad<= 
way of life. Now, my dad had real lively tall tales to tell about life on the road 
of life; he could entertain you for years with what he had seen and done without 
repeating an episode twice, no boring stuff from him like with me. He put me in the 
shade with his* enterta inlng stories. My truth is scarce as hen's teeth but daddy's 
•«ves the r*al stuff for sure. He had the demeanor of being believable; he had wrink- 
les to prove his travels. Afterall wrinkles are a roedmap to old age or actually a 
historic record of life experiences. 

I missed out on travels with my daddy since I got birthed in Commerce just v/hen 
it had become respectable by my time. .Vhen I was born or come along, all the real 
excitement was rone. Folks had to be prim and proper, better than themselves for 
sure. The new college brought a sense of elegance with a social push to put on airs. 
In 1894, the college was called a Norral School because it was a school teacher 
training kind of place and was built on the Uncle V/illiam Taylor land. The local 
businessmen of Commerce underwrote the expenses of getting Professor Mayo to move 
it there from Coooer, Texas when the first college burned. New little-ole Commerce 
got the college because Professor Mayo was married to the daughter of the Christian 
Church preacher Booth in Commerce (the famous Booth family who owned theatres in 
elegant New York Citv and also kin to John Y/ilkes Booth who shot President Lincoln), 
Veil the Booth family is a far fetched but true story that they knew poet ./alt 
NhltlMn who had visited the 3ooth family in Texas and all had wa Iked to Dallas to 
«n1ov the countryside and thus a tradition at the college springtime functions to 
Si!^ 5ailSS y Sf sorts from the college to Dallas. But the most interesting of 
all wild tales about the Booth family was that they had pone west Protect their 
relative from the law ttttt John Wilkes Booth had not been killed afterall and was 
alive in * <ld*rness Oklahoma: a man ?6lnp by the name John St. Helen, who committed! 
su ioidi if JklaLJa in 1903 was believed by many to be in reality the ^XSh 
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Uncle '.milam Taylor also helped °^nize the v^> r»« " hom * town lftFaoy end my 
nerce, tru- to our Scottish origins gj^SE'ssKd S?l!rflS! but we Taylors are 
kind of town for sure, could easily ^™ Sit JJS heritage to live up to. 

too busy doing our^thlng to^ive ^-^^^tsfdes,^ would have ha, 
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to be bettor than ourselves wanted to be; we are pood enough as It is, let me tell 
you right now, V/e could not stand anymore of a good thing than we already are??? 
Tfcylors are the peak of perfection and that is true because we are the fifth most 
prevalent name In America because so many folks want to appear respectable so 
they just took the best sounding name for that purpose. Never would I pull your 
lee unless given the chance. 

Commerce is an exciting place to live, being a young town with no long time his- 
tory a lot really did happen around there. The famous bank robber or train robber 
Jesse James even walked the main downtown streets of Commerce. He taught school 
along with his brother Frank at Horton vtfiich is a small farming community east of 
Commerce town (a bedroom community if you will to little Commerce), Jessie James 
wa s never killed as the history books claim. He set up aj>l that hype so he could 
start all over again in a new lifestyle; my wife f s uncle Charlie Butler who wed 
Lula Landtroop met the James Prothers face to face back near Florence, Alabama dur- 
ing a train robbery at Vussel Shoals 90 he knew Jesse James personally when he saw 
him years later In Commerce buying household goods, Th* Butler diary has all that 
good stuff recorded In it, plus another book written by Lester Snow in fountain 
Home, Arkansas claims that his grandfather Yaughan was actually Jesse James after 
assuming the new identity; Jesse James got another ten thousand dollars as the re- 
ward for being killed, split of course with his relatives who did the deed so that 
hoax was yet another great train robbery of sorts on the robber barons. Like I say, 
Commerce is full of legendary tales of truth and fiction let me tell you here and 
now. v/hy all the Butlers along with the Landtroop kin and the 7/ilsons and Kills 
relatives know about the countless caves in Oklahoma making a quick dash to buy sup- 
plies or to rob trains easy enough for the outlaws when being their mean selves or 
also to allow getting lost to start a new lifestyle and new name. Outlaws could 
easily make a razoo or quick dash out of the rocky caves to prairie lands of hilly 
2a st Texas* And the killer John Dillenrer headquartered in Commerce one cold spell 
and my daddy liked to point out all those places with his cane when he walked about 
town showing the grandkids where old timey things happened. My dad was a real good 
pointer. He also pointed out that Armistice Day as the first observance celebration 
originated from Commerce for the end of the war to end all wars happened the very 
first year in Commerce because Bruce Bracheen ,/illiarns wag the first U.S. Serviceman 
to get killed In for Id Vfer I so that distinction fell to little Commerce tow. His- 
tory was just all over the place for the person who wuld read or listen to the old 
honor-bound glory days here. But one has to have brain power for that sort of thing 
and not he v* debauchery on their mind all the time or some other such low life mind- 
ed thing. The gossips do tell it all like it is end the some in flowing details* 

.Ve Taylor folks know all the gossips well enough to expect their version and also 
we know about the gossip before it happens since we are in the middle of things, 
being kia to over a 100 surnames in the county* Why, we can see a talking spell 
acoming for sure. That's why I talk up a storm like now. As you know, ^exas Tornado 
Alley exists in the first place because I chased those storm winds all over the 
state when I was a youngster just f cr the fun of havinr something to do, to put thes 
destructive winds in their place or at least in one place. I would do some stormy 
running now nut I don't vyent anyone to think that I am a coward by running away .tor 
things (I am too racho nowadays to run away from anything like a blow-hard wind; a 
man has got to stand his ground and not give an inch to anything that comes his way 
like a kid is exacted to dilly-dally about and run for cover or for the cows with 
some slick date/ but no good man can run and then keep ° n ^ving a good reputation; « 
I xrnt tb** Mp^est reputation in Texas to maintain so I hold tight to my pr aises. 

fiSS usf oU narTabout It all and Just push a cyclone clear out of start If 

southed folks tte t I know In th«ae perts for sure. 

Just don't say what you don't know or don't mean to become well known by air. 
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Laws are made primarily to make a law breaker; that fact is 3iown with having laws 
against liquor; the dry county really causes bootlegging to become big business as 
in Commerce to this day; it seems that what is made illegal becomes big business foi 
the police on tho take. In fact, the pcltc* chief Bill tfathlas had his whores to 
ride the back roedes and hide liquor bottles under strategio bushes toget picked up 
later f by the clientele* Pink Dupree v/as one of the best cohorts for this job. He 
was an old time friend and a brother to Bill Dupree who was married to Pearl Helms 
Dupree vtio was my first grade teacher and whose daughter Dalphna Dell was a friend 
to my daughter. Enterprising Pink Dupree had a ^ood railroad job but he also stole 
roasting ears of corn* from the fields of farmers when they went to town; Pink sold 
the ears in nearby towns for a cent on the dollar but all profit to him, except for 
his clandestine time and illegal efforts. Like T said small towns know about gossip 
even before it happens. Now all that I done said has been public knowledge for years 
but the police head the same grapevine or rumor mill but they have their finger in 
the pie like the nursery rhyme Little Jack Horner (who was by the way another dis- 
tant ancestor on the family tree of my children) so the police overlooking petty 
crime sets the tone that certain people are above the law. God is always on the side 
of the winner since big money contributions to the church building fund makes mighf 
right. One local teacher atheist said that God was in the wrong business of religii 
since he must be a holdy sadist to let so many wars be fought in the name of God 
and Christianity for profit to the few vtiile the antichrist religionists make a 
fortune from the munitions and the services thereof In the name of patriotism for 
some glorified cause. But I am not that evil kind of fair weather Christian since 
I know for a fact that God gives sinners enough rope to hang themselves for the 
whole world to see clearly if you just wait around long enough to see the outcome 
when you stand up to be counted by speaking out to le t the mean louts know that you 
know about their double standards. One has to stand up and be counted. 

But moonshiners don't earn much money anymore; it just ain't such big stuff any- 
more in these parts, just carting in the legal booze from other wet counties or wet 
states makes a fortune or good living from the back-end of one f s automobile today 
for high-falutlng folks. The rich always have their country club place to buy the 
illegal alcohol or the local Athletic Club to get mixed drinks in the middle of the 
dry spell county laws (ironic that the name Athletic Club is used to mask the real 
seles'of booze just as one says be a good sport about losing to them when wr all 
know that coach Knute Rockney stated that winning v/as ell that mattered so the ideal 
that an athlete has sportsmanship is hogwash and is a phrase used by the cheats to 
get you to submit to their taking advantage of you). I am amazed at how fine, rich 
Christian leaders want to appear pious and against every thing sinful while'really 
indulging all those things on the sly, just not being caught is what counts f in this 
life. Human nature Just likes forbidden fruit so to speak. The good people of Com- 
merce let all ttet double standard talk masking evil keep on happening because all 
the gossipers know what is hap ening long before it officially occurs let me tell 
you and then they would nothing exciting and lewd to talk about if the place got 
all cleaned up. I know all the dirt on everyone who had the word on me so we had 
good trade outs or trade-offs as the old saying goes. T may be good for nothing but 
they are not good for anything at all either. Life has a way of what goes around 
comes back around or chickens come home to roost when you crow too much about all 
vour ov*i goodness when it ain't necessarily so* I should know, being what I am, that 
wav and all myself. I ain f t nothing but human so don't lambast me again. 

Svery place has the same kind of folks, some Just hide it all tetter. Camby is no 
different eithpr. First time that I saw Cuaby was on a rainy day in 1917; me and ay 
fri-nds wuz driving over there to see what we could see. The roads were un paved like 
all the hirtiwaya Sick then; we had to life bodily by hand and brawn that flivver of 
a Moo. ? .ffta daap ta*> ruts into th. oar rate that w.r< .JhjU- « JJ«»— 
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a littli bit smarter of course). .Veil, my f J len *J c ^ ^f^tting a car over thosd 
Uod^l T on our backs. That was a sure-l 
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dreadfully muddy rosds back then days. Now, you can see why folks did not travel 
much or go very far In them there days; he mud In rainy v/nath^r kept you within the 
homefolks on the porch or close-by the v/ood burning stcve on cold days to talk your 
heart out and thus tell all these wild tall tales of a fantasy trip into town or 
clear around the world to escape the boredom; the idiot box TV was not yet Invented 
to ruin old down-home ways of conversing to entertain everyone and thus to become 
closely knit. as a human pov/er farce. Folks are now afraid of each other because the; 
don't talk out their differences anynore. Just like Hev*rend Doctor Charles T. Alex 
ander was a very human man who was no big deal with his charisma at home that today 
makes preachers better than God to be worshipped above the Lord* Vre all knew all the 
shortcomings of each other and also the goodness of the folks we socialized with. 
Anyway, we wuz all too human or venal to care about pretenses. Charles T. anway was 
an affable man of integrity; his funning you up wasn f t a mpans to disarm you so he 
could rob you blind like many big time folks do today. The holier- than-thou or bet- 
ter than God haughty attitude is prevalent to this day and time so many folks can't 
even speak with a nod casually nor do they want to be friendly to anyone not impor- 
tant in the community leadership ladder of success, so they will go to silent heaven 
and never get to talk to others for eternity I guess, 

Charles T. had a kind soundinr voice for crying out loud he was a good man. But 
today, being good means being no-cood and thus one must be feared as the meanest 
SOB in the valley to b*at your ass if you displease your neighbor; otherwise, the 
meek ones get taken advantage of since only loud or vicious talk puts the fear of 
God in others to treat you nice or else. That unkindley type of respect follows the 
worst element of human nature everywhere in society since good manners is practical- 
ly non-existent. The worst element of human nature is nw the standard of human 
conduct. And that is enough to knock the socks off good folks who show kindness to 
others or else get a black eye. I practice what I ireach which is learned from 
the good book of the Bible since I can read for myself what is required by god. 

A daddy ha s to practice waht he preaches when having children. Kids raimich the 
parents, doing what they do not Just what is said to do. * f yllittle boy began first 
grade in Crmmerce; he was sick at home with inner ear infections more than he at- 
tended classes. /e did not have the money to go to a doctor and no welfare agencies 
existed yet beoause that was evil and v.lcked according to a lithe hard working folks 
philosophy. To get something for nothing was horrible communism and certainly not 
the Christian thing to do. Besides, God would heal those whc were v/orth living so 
all was the Lord f s holy Will and must not be challen^d or questioned, much less 
changed by getting desperately worried enough to get aid fw>ra any source otker than 
Jesus. I don't fit Into closets or sleep in drawers as the old timey saying for 
folks like me who kept on trying, to get help when no money and no job came during 
the Gr*at Depression* since God v/anted us to be poor and we should like it too since 
God let it happen, but free-will was never allowed to be discussed by the narrow- 
mini ed hooligans of the scriptures during those old timey days at church. Poverty 
times filled the church-house so they liked that attention from the poor folks. No 
one had funds to go anywhere else so we went to the singings for sure. The good act- 
ing folks cried their eyes out when bad times were mentioned and they were nasty- 
nice to your face about all your hardships but talked about your .ack as haying a 
lack of ffcdly faith or being punished for some secret sin when th^se hard times werq 
upon my family vet they had no job but were exempt from sinful punishment. Tls 
enough to make you despise good folks with their mealy mouthed churchy ways. I got 
mo m Inh in another town what was nc better. But at least it took m* a while to re- 
sent all the ?Sody- two-shoes tyoes there saying hateful or hurtful things in the 
na-ne of the Lord. Seme folks hurt so much inside that they have to let it all out 
by insulting £ou when they can in the name of God. Daddjes have to put wp with a 
lot Of buffoons in life or at least in this life. because 

Most daddies with small children like me were thin as a rail bacK then , ***»«»* 
all th« rood *xtra food neat to feed the growing youngins; being Jat «s a sy mcoi 
^wealth^lndeed, certainly affluence -ough to *at .all you -anted or nejdjd^jrid 
that was rare even for folks living in big tine .fgfcjj ^*tv 2nd havln* monev 
then. And to this day being fat is eensidred a s Lgn * plenty « d ^ w ^ a 
enough to eat all you want, that's why older folks think that beuig sKinny is a 
si&n of doiru? ooorly even healthwise. 



Taylor 112/112 

But being poor back then helped good health sinoe fat folks were not so common 
to see; all that fat takes metre blood pressure to pump blood through the weight* 
A regular diet of fattening food meant having a regular paycheck. A job was still 
scarce and wasually low pay v/hen found. I got a regular Job in Texarkana; the war 
effort was on my side, even though all the fine Christians like me said that I 
would go to hell for taking blood money earned from the war machinery used to kill 
others. A guilt trip laid on you is the sadistic desire of most good people who 
someone they know well is about to do better than they. Human nature is such a mean 
spirited thing when opportunity knoweks at another's doorway. But their prayers did 
not keep the pending war from happening so their secret sins must have b*en greater 
than my need to have a Job as T later told them. I went first to get settled in 
Texarkana so my children could complete that semester of school in Commerce. It rain 
ed like crazy when I left and the car tire tracks in the mud of the side yard w«re 
protected like prized artifacts as mementoes by ray little boy as my wife told me 
later because he thought that as long as he could see my tire tracks that I would 
soon return to fill them up and taken them along with me the next time. Kids are 
always full of surprises about what they think. And so I did send for them, /fe had 
to hire Cotton or "Mgar Holley to haul our things; Cotton drove the truck like he 
was churning buttermilk. The floor board shook like an earthquake. He floor boarded 
the accelerator or foot-feed and then immediately removed the gas pedal pressure 
or foot-feed to jerk back and forth like on a carvival tilt-ta-whlrl ride or roller 
coaster ride in that cab of a truck no less. V/e w«re plum worn out v/hen retting ther 
in Texarkana but at least us and our belongings made it all intact. 

We lived with Ted Vindill family and the Central elementary school was across the 
street and one black away only. But Texas Avenue was a busy thoroughfare for the 
kids to cross so my wife had to v^lk it twice a day for safety sake. The school put 
on a a big drive for each child to bring a piece of iron junk or old iron toy from 
home because the Japs had bought all our scrap iron the years before from the sal- 
vage yards in the U.S. The schools had old iron drives for the children to bring 
all the rusty iron they could p'ck up to school; the pile soon got as high as the 
two story building and covered the whole half block of the front schoolyard. The 
last pieces of junk had to be thrown from the attic window; the honor students were 
allowed to do that as a reward. The attic roof ridge was the launching site and 
what a sight to behold with the principal posed with the student to hurl a piece of 
iron atop that mighty scrap iron which was to become pig iron for making dive bom- 
bers and ships. Kids were busy seeking out iron everywhere when told to look for 
something to help the country defeat Hitler. Their single minded zeal is a €rue mind 
over aetter approach. Black-out drills were a constant thing for the kids and they 
loved it; war games instead of cowboy and Indians were the primary schoolyard games. 
The bad guys had names like Hitler, Rommell and Gerring; It was fashionable to hate 
Germans (and that really made sheriff Victor ShauWger of Libnry County f eer that 
reprisals would be taken against his properties by jealous constituents so he early- 
on* stated that It would be a cold day in hades when the high-sheriff of Liberty 
Bounty was taken to a reparations camp on the desert; he was an American citizen 
and would be treated with due r*sp*ot or else). That never came to pass for the 
German Americans like it did for the Japanese Americans oddly enough. Seems that it 
all boils down to who you know and have connections to gain power since Germans are 
the blgrest minority of citizens with almost every surname having an ancestor on 
their family tree. Texarkana was a booming place with much activity; cars drove very 
fast and one would not have thought gasoline was rationed at all by the constant 
traffic jams. Busses remained on their schedule as well and it was nice to live la 
a town that had bus transportation available. Excitement was happening all the time. 

Biggest excitement happened when the newly built a-senal ° a *f* ^ J! 

* «Ll2ft/at^ST^l£iS which was named for the roots of the settlers, 
area, especially Stuttgart, '^Kansas ™ w u al faat and no mor e Ger- 

German surnames got anglicized ror 8 «ra a«rx* * nnt n well after the big war 

-nan lingo got heard on the playground after that fire until wu ar ;_ r ™ g * k 
SSed Se'labor camps f <r the Japs really made the G e ^ ound s t ran g e r^s . And 
nn*« even Pennsylvania Dutch lingo was curtailed around strangers. 
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again Victor Shauberger railed out about the labor camps in Arizona: n It will be a 
cold day in hell before it freezes over on me, when the high-sheriff of Liberty 
County himself gets arrested for treason against the federal government based on 
my name origin; they ain f t going to move my German arse to any Arizona camp with 
no Japs, Just beceuse my ancestry namesakes are at total war with the U.S. of A." 
And that old kraut meant every word of it too* He was a good ole egg and that was 
that ever said about such notions in the land of the free democratic nations called 
America. 

T«xarkana was a boom town all those years and beyond for a spell. It boomed like 
nobody 1 s business* And the black market business did best of all. Sugar, tires, cof- 
fee and tea were rationed along with shoes and everything else everybody needed for 
everyday use. And a government issued coupon along with the good ole American dol- 
lars to buy anything you needed. But gasoline was the hardest of all to get unless 
owning a farm which £ave special occupational status for getting scarce petro. I die 
not own a car; it was too difficult to keep gas and tires. Pesides, the town had a 
trolly car system that worked like a charm when the electrical top iron rod stayed 
on the hot live wire; that often slipped off when turning a earner fast and started 
fires when Christmas decorations were draped on the corner posts with wreathes. And 
that a fun free show to see. Much to do that was free entertainment but now I was 
working full time on the regular extra board and had no time to do anything but 
sleep and eat and then go to work; no time to do anything with my children. , 

I walked to work, only 10 blocks round trip. The convenience of the railroad yaas 
to our rented apartment was ideal; the homefolks from the farm s p nt butter and pro- 
duce in general in large gallon syrup buckets by just handing the containers to our 
mutual good friends the passenger train conductors in Commerce who placed the pal- 
Ion bucket containers among their personal items and then handed me the produce in 
Texarkana. Sometimes, Pappy Harrison would bring the foodstuff to the apartment so 
he could visit with ^lla and the kids far a spell. We liked all this convenience of 
being a few blocks from downtown and near my Job. But all good things must d^end. 

The end of the Inner-city life came with the building of a new hone addition just 
north of the city near Spring Lake Park; Texas Avenue extended its boulevard all 
the way so it was a distant walk on 33rd street from 5th; we were way out in the 
countryside since a dairy farm existed within smelling distance as well. This new 
housing addition was a war effort project built by Southern Pine Company which was 
the name of the wealthy Temple family holdings, in Texarkana. v oung magnate Buddy 
^emple was put in charge at age 21 to build the first tract homes; every third hous€ 
was a repeat model style for sure (this work gave the young Buddy exempt status fro 
the draft since he was helping his father and his uncles run the booming enterprise 
that was building the war effort plants that Kepr-sentative Wright Patman rtio lived 
on Main Street in Texarkana as well (and Sam Kayburn also helped get contracts for 
his Texas friends). The subdivision was called Sussex Downs end had lUh houses in 
total, being available only for the workers connedted directly to the arsenal work 
My war related job with the railroad that shipped ammunition and tanks on flat c ars 
and boxcars gave me an inside track for sure. I purchased my place with nothing down 
or rather my sweetheart wife did all the Initial asking and looking at which house 
to choose since I was sleeping or working only mostly all the time. The monthly pay- 
ment was $43 dollars at every first day for a full year till th* so-called down pay 
ment was accumulated at which time the mortgage was reduced to 525 a month ror the 
next 25 years till paid for in full. Anyone who had a Job could buy a home that way 
Only scoundrels and bums did not accumulate their own place to live back them in 
those poverty ridden days. That easy to buy a home was the intent and hard work of 
the local politician Wright Patman who believed that simple house should be made 
available for every working man. I was no slouch so I took advantage of the eanerou^ 
offer since my wife begged so hard (we were just poor hard-wcrKlng folxs now that 
?hl JaIS had left us DOTWtJ stricken). We chose a house with a front porch so 1 
o?uM.lt ^.iSrtr-KrS/world go \y % «f hp \; a t « 1 4^t t8 ^a fl ta ei:?vtM^ S S c n a^ 

made m pick up 3d™nd ends along railway right of way 30 I made ay own; the 
Soubli" set^e was conf ortable but did not have luriber enough for long back l*rs 
bwee it CoasS'uentiv, wh-n a dog ran up and Jumped into our laps, we toppled 



with feet In the air. A funny sight if not happening to you for sure 



. or: 



use app 
ras alio 
of my p 



expensive tut not available either as some 
make furniture such as dresser and chest of drawers. B 
last refrigerator (Fripldaira) in Texarkana si-nply bee 
ment when showing my check stub at stores. That status 
buying a dining table and chairs and a couch and two b 
money was no. longer a sure means of being able to buy 
had rationed it all or else nothing was being manufactures anymore for civilian use 
since the plants had converted to army needs; same went for clothinps being made 
into khaki threads* But my wife still sewed like a dream and the flour sacks were 
still made of cotton material in print and sometimes a solid color, and it took 3 or 
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U to make a dress for my wife (that was a twenty-five poiu 
used one a week so she had nice dresses when wanting them! 
curtains and even bedspreads, with crochet connecting the 
My neighbors were in the war business; a colonel of the 
street. n e was a big wig at the Army Ammunition Depot; hii 
they moved to town to let the soldier-boy stay in their e] 
high ranking fellows lived Ln Sussex Downs where new houses were the rage now. I 
liked all the varied personality types of the leadership. The Colonel was in charge 
of the soldiers who guarded the ammunition and tires or tanks being made there at 
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the arsenal. Goodyear tire company had hundreds of employees livin 
came down from Akron, Ohio for the duration of the war to oversee .ma 
tires and the storage as well; making of the tires was actually done 
measurements or specifications had to be first done at the arsenal a 
to make sure that* all was proper so the employees down in Texas were 
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safety inspector for the whole plant operation; he hailed from Charleston, South 
Carolina and his two sons and wif 
could not be understood by anyo 
Texas twang d 
experienced sw 



ich f ro: 



a joy (she spoke like a negro who 
or even here in Texarkana since the 
or Chaleston patois). I was a well 



the Cotton Belt Railroad and had to couple railraod cars 



from the arsenal loaded with an 
gently or else a big explosion 
gether like today or slamming t 
do today (I ain't talkix 
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hooked 



it ion shells (bullets and raortor shells) very 
Jarred very much, none of that slugging cars to- 
i into one another like the careless railroaders 
anyone but T sure do cringe when I h^ared boxcars 
each other to aound like a terrorist bomb going off today when trains are 
o gether in the yards on spur or side tracks). V/ell, I handled those boxcars 
like silk with kid glovs on .my rough hands. We were all happy as a clam during the 
weekends when visitng on a rare Sunday; the community commaradie was a joy to hear 
all their tales of growing ud in Yankee land or wherever else* Ife were working to- 
gether or fighting together to kill Hitler and all the Little Hitlers in the world 
at that time; were were as one. We had community school carnivals with cake walks 
and a womanless wedding even. The men dressed up to look better as women than as 
puvs odd to say or to observe; we filled the schoolhouse at Spring Lake ^ark and 
made a mint of money to buy school supplies (the two-story brick building went only 
to the 10th grade since it was a County School system run dlstriot and too that was 
as far as most high schools went before 1940 before vocational courses got added to 
train students for the work force). In fact, my wife and I deliberately resided on 
tha Texas side of the Texarkana twin city because the Arkansas schools close ^ down 
a few months early because of running out of money so the kids got an ^n-erior ed- 
ucation S sSIf fSt sorry for the poor Arkansa s 

Dally Attendance formula that billed JJ« "J^"** 0 ;^;. children Into the schools 
te students so when the mllit«j_p.r»nnel brought «£*J a J h ;J«J5 Texas side had 
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terrible thing to be teaching young folks, giving 
the Ohio folks brought that event with them and st 
needed to get Into the twentieth century like the 
so don f t be backward (yet eventually razor blades 
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candies given out at trick and treat in some cities so perents are wise to forbid 
such practicies even by the know-it-all keepers of the standards for highstyle.) 
Ve had a doggie named Snoopy Ben that was a fuzzy haired dog half Sootty and half 
dog In general. Snoopy Ben was smart as a whip; he would more than bark at total 
strangers: the tone of his bark determined whether a stranger or just a familiar 
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lecause Nettie Kline Buffington was married 9 times no one could remember or be 
sure of her true current surname so she was simply called Nettie Kline for conven- 
ience sake and for a semblance of £cod manners to get it all right. Now, that is 
no Joke as I see the funny truth of the matter* Nettie Kline drove fancy pink 6ad- 
illacs about town and dressed like the fashion plate she was or a regular clothes 
horse about it all at that. Rumor had it that she helped sell blaok market goods 
taken from the arsonel through her chain of nightclubs. But at the end of the war 
when all the soldier boys left their tour of duty to protect the arsenal munitions, 
Nettie Kline sold the clubs twice and got away with the scam. I should know about 
all her exploits since my next door neigh^orn just north of me was hoodwinked into 
that double dealing; Mister Kroellnger paid fifty thousand with a cashiers cheok to 
Nettie Kline so while he was reading the fine print of the lengthy contract, she 
slyly left the office of her nightclub and went to the downtown bank, cashed the 
check. TTpon returning, Nettle Kline stated that the check must be lost and that she 
had no idea of what happened to it. And that excuse stood up with the local law who 
had allowed the Phantom Killer murders go unsolved because a local magnate from a 
fine aristocratic family committed them, along with Nettie Kline helping cover up 
the local dirt of fine folks in this town of Texarkana. 

But the local mafia was on Nettie Kline's side since she peddled black-market 
goods through her nightclubs all those war years as that was why she always had a 
set of 4 new tires on her fancy car while the r*st cf us hard working souls had 
none but what the rationed coupons stated. Two of my other neighbors worked for 
Nettie Kline during those war years; Hugh Berry played his band full time since his 
brother was the bouncer-husband to Nettle Kline during those years and then Hugh 
3erry f s wife Cleo Jaynes Berry and their daughter p eggy Berry Cox waited tables 
(young Billy Berry shined shoes and ran errands far the nighclub patrons as they 
were called so lots of inside info got mentioned by the children who overheard all 
the poup). Plus, Hugh Berry Junior or Buddy as we called him was the houseboy for 
all the other working kin since he cooked and cleaned house, doing laundry so when 
he had a break and was tired or lonely the teenager would run across the street to 
our house to visit and tell all or spill the beans over a «?lass of tea or to eat a 
meal with us, confiding all the sleazy details that got mentioned. And a few poker 
rames got played at the Berry house; they borrowed our fancy tea pitcher and 8 gls- 
ses and the alcohol melted the gold rim right off the glassware. And that is no 
joking lie either. Or else v/hy would I tell it, ha-ha-ha. And then years later, my 
little boy grew up to marry the favorite niece of Nettle Kline's; Ifery Jacquelyn 
Buffington was a holy terror and then in Dallas my little Bobby with his wife lived 
only two streets fran that Aunt-in-law Kettle Kline so we found out much more than 
good people should ever know »bout that woman (when another murder to a Texarkana 
natuive born Donald Morgan happened to show even mere connection to Nettle Kline 
and the Texarkana mafia). This place Texarkana is a dying laugh a minute that will 
kill you with kindness to keep all the dirt hidden from view (must never tell any 
of the evil if you want to remain in high society good graces), /ell, the murders 
attributed to the Phantom Killer prompted the sub-divisions in Texarkana to hire 
a security patrol; each household on a street paid ten dollars a month to have a 
r**ular patrolraan such as Joe VcAllister to drive around from tfark till daybreak; 
all 1U houses in Sussex Downs gladly pledged the fee. We had security police dur- 
ing the whole Phantom Killer scare since ^etty Jo Booker was th* first female vic- 
time and lived nearby on Anthony Drive in Sussex Downs (we all thourht that our 
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Svery town keeps bad news alive about the city leaders (and I am here to tell 
you that is true since I am a part of it now and a product of it as well). Thus, 
I felt right at home here in Texarkana with all the noise-makers about personal 
problems of the citizens. Consequently, Nettie Kline was an obvious focal point 
for all the exciting news and she was highly visible, driving the wheels off her 
pink Caddallics going only God knows where to do her sneaky business* Nettie Kline 
had the best^publlo manners in the aorld; she never ranted or raved or cussed to 
give anyone of the big nosey gossipers a thing concrete or tangible to use as her 
own directly quoted words against her. She was Miss Prim for sure. Nettie Kline 
had learned to use her h*ad for sone thing besides a hat rack for sure; she had learn- 
ed early in life to avoid the gissipy bait with the same old worn-out tripe of gos- 
sipy ploy of getting you to agree with them so they quote you directly as having 
originally stated their ideas. Nettie Kline was no knuckle head or even a chuckle- 
head unless she was retting the last laugh on you before you knew it had happened. 
She was full of pitchmen in a carnival when it C8me to the gift of £ab to escape 
appearing sleazy. Nettie Kline oould side step sin labels for herself with ease; 
the typical rednecks at church revivals always cried on the mourner 1 s bench that 
"the devil made me do it" while Nettie just looked coy and surprised that any kind 
of evil doing could exist in her fine town. "The Devil made EM do it tf is the illness 
of those mentally adept hoaxters while sin in general is now just a sickness making 
the rounds in the name of goodness, ^vil consequences show up all the time when 
least expected when a town doesnot grow in population, claiming a growth cap to hide 
the real'reason for the static condition, especially caused when the same family 
surnames control most of the city government power slots for decades. Tis enough to 
floor me and keep my teeth on edge for a lifetime. I had rather be right than pre- 
sident about all this and keeping on top of the gossip wears me out; my whole body 
is so exhausted my tired is even worn out; so tired my hair hurts and so tired my 
eyelashes droop when heering all the tiring or boring stuff. Anyway, Nettie Kline 
was not pretty or beautiful but she had a silent quality of elegance or self-sust- 
ained mystique; she did not wake up in a different world every morning; hers was 
evidently well- planned for her gains. 3ut Nettie Kline had to move out of town, to 
Big D where she finally married herself a really bir rich man and then bedame a Jet 
setter in the country club of the air called '.Vorld Samplers. New, that is the rich 
life for sure for a soundalized woman of the world according to Texarkana gossipers. 

Never was a dull moment for a minute in those early Texarkana days; most of the 
hard core news came from Tex 3ellars who was the self -proclaimed mayor of Sussex 
Downs as he often jawboned his exaggerated worth. But he was a good ole boy .with a 
charm to entertain. He invented the upholstered child seat for the barber chair and 
built a shop onto his garage to rnanufacture them and to sell for a 17 state area. 
He continued to work at the plant as long as it was in full-scale war since that 
kept him from being drafted into the army; Tex was not about to be outdone by me 
with my war effort exclusive job on the railroad. Sussex Downs had a naked man liv- 
ing in our midst. He was a big builder, owned a construction company; he walked 
naked as a jaybird to get his newspaper each morning when my daughter walked by to 
catch th* bus to go to work at Automotive Parts that M.D. Hudson owned and operated. 
Our next door neighbor was now the owner of the house just north, 3erniece Allison 
Owens, who got my daughter Lynna ^stelle that job so they went together to catch 
the trolly or bus when the naked man came prancing outside. Nothing was ever done 
sexually;' he just wanted to be seen in all his naked glory or nude splendor was the 
lawver f s defense about his wanting to be a practicing nudist. But F*rniece testifiec 
at the trial that she could not recognise Vr. Neeley with his clothes on since she 
only saw him nude (no, he was not asked to disrobe for a positive identity in the 
courtroom). Times were always full of the unexpected back then. But the Phantom Kil- 
ler struck and that was never solved; the victims were found dead; the^Wll 2%KLi 
ways Emasculated a few feet from his car and the girl was disappeared and not found 
S 9 , ^ ShS her nud* body was discovered just a few feet from where the deball- 
ed°Vo?m VJS'w r ves^ftrsr y detect,d. daw, that is seme callin ■ card ^.operand- 
^1 %h« irnur was never caught or no suspects even considered. The killer 
SSlOttS; Sew Jie Lrra"in llll SlSg a™ roads and back streets like the back of 
Sf he ml a local boy for sure and not a soldier a V^^TiU * wss 

tT Ti *k a r>r the town and county landscape to hide. The killer wbo 

not know all the mroeas ui wi^ ^ •* 



really smart, truly Intelligent enough to evade the authorities and also from the 
upper-crust or country club set since he had clout to keep out of the clutches of 
the law just as do all the mafia dope dealings in this town named Texarkana. Health 
has its priviledges. But the gossipers always whispered the name of that lumberman 
who did it, and the other gossips west of State Line Avenue proclaimed that the 
auto parts man did it (now, that is all the clues that I dare tell or my life is 
not worth a tinkers damn) or my family's life is on the line. One-car accidents are 
the typical methodology to rid the area of anyone who dares to speak-up about the 
evil in town (must never admit that anything bad exists bdcause the messenger is 
to be killed not the evil-doers). The major victim was as I said before was Betty 
Jo Booker itiio lived on Anthony Drive and she v/as in a band that played at Nettie 
Kline's elegant nightclub so that connection proved fatal for the liberated girl 
who the prim gossipers said should have stayed home late at night rather than ^e out 
late; she was just asking for her troubles so got what she deserved; now that is 
the most mean-spirited thing any Christian community oould declare* And the gossips 
further stated with their know-it-all attitude as usual that a soldier-boy at the 
guard entry gate had to look the other way when the blsck-market goods were trans- 
parted off the arsenal and finally the mafia decided to terminate or kill the co- 
horts to avoid future problems if one talked too much. That was the pay-off for the 
stolen goods by the b lac k-merkett ears; they got paid off in blood, theirs, for the 
bad things done in this dangerous town (even they did not deserve what happened to 
them as a final solution, contrary to what the w eye-f or-an-eye n goodie-two-shoes 
types always rleeful say when bad things happen to folks). I was not enough of a 
big shot to count with the local big wigs. You have to big shot all over torn and 
at the country club in order to get, treated nioe and taken seriously enough as an 
intelligent person since if you are so-smart then why aren't you rich attitude rules 
Texarkana. I was just a blue-collar v/orker and minded my own meager business. ?fy 
family and I had a railroad pass so we got out of town as often as possible, back to 
God's country as often as possible back with the honefolks around Commerce. My kids 
had a constant pass to ride every weekend to the farm so they could get away from 
all the jealousy and meanness. My little boy rode the train after school on the 
5 TV. Friday express and then returned to sin city on the 6 PM Sunday express train 
or weekend run. .fas almost like a bedroom community for my children. V/hen I rode the* 
rails with the children, I played frames to pass the time of 5 hours to go the 120 
miles since having to stop at every pig-treck in ^ast Texas. Usually, the childhood 
friends of mine who now worked as conductors and trainmen on the Cotton Belt pas- 
senger train watched out for the safety of ray children and all other folks a # s well. 

.Ye played Hawk-shaw games which is watching for the railroad company guys who 
ride the rails to check on the conductor to see if he does a good job. B ut the 
dirty dogged Hawkshaw as the inspector of sorts was called by all would change the 
restrooca signs from men to women just to see if the conductor was observant on the 
job. And back then the trains were full of folks who did not own cars yet and thus 
appreciated a transit system. My little boy watched with his hawk eyes for the ag- 
gravating Hawkshaw inspector so as to inform the conductor friends so he could help 
us railroad employees do our job. Now that was management against labor for sure so 
you can see why unions had to exist to stop high-positioned office workers from 
ooalns onto our job and then doing mean things to make our work look inferior. Thus, 
the pame of Hawkshaw v/as serious tomfoolery and my little boy was never any silly 
business so he took right away to helping out the conductor and trainmen W f Jjp 
things in the passenger coaches up to snuff or spick-and-span as could be. 7*y boy 
lould go arolnd S the conductor and whisper the news so that the sneaky Hawkshaw 
n°v*r knew who was reoortAng it all; the walls have ears and eyes indeed when lit- 
!ll ktS arf on your side. ! also tiught kids h^ to gauge the speed o the 

TnS tKMS of r Vorld SJSrStokSHSe boo. Economy of Texarkana back to the 
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doldrums. The women at the plant had to gc hone to let a nan take her job end also 
the women started having kids again* The baby boom was now on for sure. The only 
birth control was self-control back then and you knew hew long that lasts. Tubes 
being tied was about all that got done in a controversial way since the doctors' 
nurses did tell who was doing what even though not supposed to do that. But gossip 
is the mainstay of any group of folks who run out of fancy things to brag about at 
a party; you know, one group has to talk about someone when not full of hot-air 
brarglng *boat their fancy new cars or new jewelry since ideas are seldom discussed 
for five minutes at a party. No one would be able to crnverse with you if you talked 
only about ideas and besides America hates an egg-head or a pinko-intellectual as 
the smart guys are called, Yeap, being smart in this U.S. of A. is not a wise thing 
to be or to admit to being (no wonder French schools teach more along with the Ger- 
mans and English schools being superior; they extol knowledge while we berate the 
brainy kids as being nerds or worse...). Sex is the only real consistent topic of 
conversation; a real-going- Jessie as a subject as the old-timers would comment. I 
was still busy working on the railroad since the arsenal was repairing the tanks 
damaged during the WWII days, doing double shifts and getting overtime like crazy, 
"Look for you when I see you coming" seemed to sum up what I was living since I was 
either at work or in bed sleeping to rest up for the workaholic times that I swore 
I would never turn down work if it came along since 10 years of that awful n great 
depression." I would come home so tired that I onoe fell down, flat of my back, 
caused an earthquake that nearly made California shake to fall off into the Pacific 
Ocean; I am now careful about falling down hard on the ground cr a bed to sleep. 
Also I fell flat on my face, broke my nose, smashed it flat as a flitter; that's 
why I am so ornery ugly looking, had the daylights or stuffing knooked out of me so 
don't blame my parents for having an ugly child. I would have slept in a box of 
aloe -vera jell to keep from getting any uglier or ancient looking but why bother 
my ugly self while stili fortunately in the Land of the living. Now, all of this is 
talk caused by being one of the "sons of Annahais" which is a literary term for be- i 
ing a liar; telling tall tales makes me happy or Annus rirabllls which sounds rather; 
vulgar for being a wonderful year of life. All this talking means I should have gone; 
into show business since I been around ever since it cane out. All this literary re-, 
ference makes me brain-dead for sure or at least brain power used up for the week. 
I once tried to dissolve myself into pure intellectual knowledge by sitting in a vat 
of jib shed up pig brains, just thought it would rub off on me all over. And then I 
ate only scrambled brains of a young calf to make me more smart brain-wise. But in- 
stead I got all used-up energy wise so bad health is my excuse for being so dumb as 
a symoathy tool. "Cain't never could" describes the doo-less critters who c£ll them- 
selves huran In this world. Get-off the pot end do something right now. All of that < 
philosophy is what won the VJorld Vfer II over Hitler. And I know for a fact that 
Texas old timers really helped win that conflict; the Confederate Air Force really 
won all the decisive World Yter II air raid battles. The Germans and Japs saw that 
Confederate flag emblem and laughed themselves silly, riving long belly ho-ho f s for 
U3 good old boys to shoot the hellac iouaness out of them (the South shall rise again 
trulv was a winsome battle cry back then, Now, that was a proverbial power buster 
truth and a good claim of a lamebrain to frame. And that's the truth as only I know 
how to tell it to youl Texarkana and Texas along with the whole southland was alas 
at peace but the new threat of a cold-war v;as looming; we needed something permanent 
to keep the economy going, vter is such rood big business in the long run of human it j 
to do all the lnhaman things to each other. Folks within eacn community J£jJf»J 
amonr themselves as well as family arguments that become grudges so the world is 
only'a bigger example of the snail units of life; the mtcocosm versus the macrocosm 
fo/sure let me tell you. Nettle nine soon got out of torn so ;hat h™Mi-up the 
juicy gossip for sure. Then, across the street neighbor young ^J^^^f^f p ^^J d 

hone with tteir gweaters turned wrong sid« jut or in es ™- ^ t iced by the" 1 
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Aliteral whorehouse existed in the red light distrlot on 3rd Street downtown near 
the police station ana city toll. A big red sign advertised ".Varehouse District** 
that was usually misread as the double entendre intended. All this vice was just 
looked the other way since end of tforld .far One and the mafia had a hayday selling 
flesh and dope along with alcohol. The sheriff and police were paid off. And now 
the really funny thing about all this open vice was that the person who mentioned 
the existence of the vice became the "bad person" who must never admit that anythin, 
unpleasant could happen within the city limits of Texarkana, making good citizenship 
a laughing stock; talk about the 11 emperor's clothes." Civic duty was to ignore the 
:nafla and "whoring since good folks do not indulge in those vices and thus would not 
recognize it unless themselves being evil; talk about having your head in the sand. 
But that Is the way conservatives alwqyp act, to blame others for their allowing 
evil to exist. I should have become one of them in this town but I was not ignorant 
enough to live that way. Yfow, that f s a double standard for hypocrits for sure. And 
besides it is more fun to gossip about bad things than to clean it all up and do 
away with sin for the good people would have nothing to complain about then since 
talking behind the back makes the small minded folks feel big and powerful when 
really they are nothing much at all. Caveat emptor was and is the motto of the local 
wags in this town to this day f just let the buyer beware of all the hokum going on 
in this brazen town that admits nothing bad exists while allowing evil to thrive. 
*hus, I was Pluribus ? . T nuja or one out of many to go my way and let the power stru 
ctured locals practice their hoax on the sheepish citizens of the town and county, 
"ost folks from the neighboring small towns liked to come to the "big city" of Tex- 
arkana to hob nob with the vice and then go back to their home and talk about all 
the evil in the big olty; thus, the title "Little Chicago" was of mythical prop- 
ortions about the mafia families trading in Texarkana which was the gateway to the 
Southwest and to 17 states. Thus, "Nettie Kline was only a typical gal of her home- 
town origins; she tore-up all Jake getting her share of the action and then left 
faster than a whirlwind or cyclone tornado with her cash fortune to invest in the 
constant money making of Big D or Dallas town. Double dealing was the norm but stay 
ing alive and healthy required retting out of town fast like Nettie did. 

I stayed healthy by keeping my nose out of other's business. I v/as too busy work- 
ing the "graveyard shift" to care; I saw the night people of town driving eround 
late looking far action both sexual and financial dope dealing which was primarily 
marijuana back then or the hemp weed since it grew wild to make heavy duty rope. The 
smoking rope weed v/as alv/ays enough to hang yourself vfoen retting into trouble. I 
avoided all that vice by being too tired to get into trouble. I vcrked and slept 
and ate my wife's good cooking. - >~ 

Bating so much mede me fat finally, fat as a hog for sure. Could not get enough 
of the good stuff and tradition requires to kiss the ccokwhen taking OM ^st 
morsel on the platter and I rightly so was assigned that chore to rewarc my sweet- 
heart Miss ^lla. And that's the real reason that I ate myself into obesity, just to 
reward £ dear wife! You better believe that too. Too much of a good thing made me 
f 8t and yet I exerc ised on my re e ular Job so it was all »u»l; fBt t no flabby OUJOJ 
on my frame for sure. 3 UC h good health v/as about to kill me unless i iost; 
that had inched upon me slowly but surely. ^^^a +h a 

The big health concerns cf the nation or whole country «M Jf "* 6 * "!^0?Joi 
o*o4I *r nnlio Infantile paralysis really hit the country with an impact. Of course 
the president FIR brought that disease hone to everyone since he had it «;od. 
the president ""r^ " rthn AvAn ^ ou i<i not be let outside in the hot sun for long 
It got to Point t*at ^ to attack, '.very lazy slouch 

at a time because that factor *f^ a ^J*? «nv excuse ev*n a poor was was bet- 

that I know l^a toat «ousii ^ y 1ecaJe hfs fS'ta" Ss Sjor disease to v»rry I 
ter than none at all to them, jery aG ?*° £ t SQ u s newspapers or at least get* 
the pismire sanity out o, the pDUO, o si v; • lnt „ p „ gt gr0 ups. Something bad 
ratings which means big ^tSu? to kill off the populate; I Just guess tha< 

for the health is always touted as about J^ciii °£ ™ / \ con ^ t ant big scare, 
the Black Death great-plague of 1354 r-ot JfSl^tSd lota of folks, plus child- 
-nyway, in my youth, Bri ^%£;S! a ^^^ science has cured so «ny cc 

birth got a lot of women on their death hea. >.eaic jl ^ ^ prOQCher . me 

mon ills that big sosrey ones had *° tnunsea 
to scar* the hell out o* the com..o . . o^lc 
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whole country was purported to be on the edge of extinction, to perish totally, just 
as the folks enjoyed predicting about naleria that T had back during the Great De- 
pression days. Scaring folks to d*ath is the big enjoyment of the rocns in power as 
9 little authority goes to their head. But T was too busy working my job to worry 
about diseases killing me before ray time. And besides, even syphlis and gonhrrea 

were being cured by pencillan shots; doctors gave them hypodermic shots in the 
rump so that you would be sore for a v/eek and couldn't sit down easily aft^r pitting 
the oure of the deadly pox so to speak (and folks did speak about it a lot or else 
how would I know about this thing????). Ttie immediate cure was as bad es the first 
pangs of the disease or so folks kept saying when they went for the cure from the 
sadistic doctors with the long and sharp needles on the arse. Soldiers really got 
holes shot in their butt every week-end pass from the arsenal to the town when going 
to the redcross USO dances in twin city Texarkana that was twice as deadly for the 
soldier boys who spread their pox from the fastest girls to the slowest ones. 

The soldier boys came marching home in glory after the big war; we celebrated in 
the streets and at the American Legion Hall. You know the first American Legion Hall 
Post #1 in the world was organized in my hometown Commerce; it honored Bruce Bra- 
cheen Williams who was the first U.S. serviceman to die in World »Var I so that honor 
was given to his home town roots. "Yell, America celebrated the war heroes who 

came home enmass with a parade. Next door neighbor Berniece Allison Cwens had her 
soldier husband V.F. Owens all in one piece (she had joined him in Virginia and then 
New Jersey before the war's end so she rented her house to the Kroelenger family 
who drove" off in their DeSoto auto with the disappearing headlights tack up north 
after Nettie Kline oheated the elderly father), Ifj little girl was now all grown up 
or so she thought; she attended high school with fiesty Tommy B U fflngton, the ad- 
vertising whiz ran and also Billie Hargis who was a cousin to Tommy and Hargis be- 
came the great organizer of the Radio Free Europe program and fighter of communism. 
Another neighborhood friend was the father of H. Ross ?*rot who lived about four 
blocks over and 6 blocks up toward town from us; we all walked to town that way so-ne; 
times when the bus was late or we felt we needed the exercise to get the blood cir- 
culating and of course to see folks and talk to them for the sheer pleasure of it 
all Perot family usta to oronounce their name ?ee-roe and also like the parrott 
bird till the media pot on" their case and preferred to say it ritzy or flue ay with 
the Frenchified style of saying things (the hometown family of Garroutte was like 
that always saying their name for over a 100 years like the Garrett snuff company 
but once doing research learned the name origins were Frenoh was then said Gerr-root 
and the same with the Marriott name being Merit until a big motel chain called it 
Merry-ott so putting on airs is a silly thing but guess if I became the richest man 
in the land that my name Taylor would be stated Tay-Lar with a long r sound). But 
I am not a put-on type of oerson or else I would not be putting my thoughts down on 
naoer if vou can beileve such a thing far a minute. But the local wags enjoy say- 
lS ttot money is th* root of all evil when the Bible truly says that it is the lust 
of money that is the cause of evil. Just get the facts straight as my little girl 
savs now that she is all grown up and acting prissy like me. 

S* little Pirls went to school with the big shots in town since private schools 
W J "t lit the oierant things to do. Only Roman Catholics had private schools for 
!Sf^i?Si fl ?to all of ^s Protestants did not fall for the notion of doing like 
S£' *tt!u" Z,l"£l"l?rl°X?Ty little «tS told** t. ™T >« 

when the war ended and he came home with his ^"J*" ^ 

'^rl Rineman was ahelper to tte two Phillips brothers who J, e 5 bS Adana 
to us during the very last 6 months of the war just ***** y/ 3oul( , V8rQ as we 
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beyond the wildest dreams existed there when they rede 
rst impressions are not always the best. My little girl was 
duly impressed v/ith the sailor man when she met him. William Francis Bergen looked 
like a Greek God Adonis so she ran-off to marry him one afternoon late in January; 
she went with Gwendolyn Hale Marrow who was a childhood friend from Commerce as her 
dad Coot Hale also worked for the railroad when jobs can* because of the arsenal. 
A hey always got into trouble together so now was no different (Gwen used to stand oc 
a chair as a child and yell for I^ynna 5. to kill the spider, you little coward as 
she called the one who dared to rid the menace). Pot calling the kettle bl^ck. That 
sudden marriage put my sweetheart wife ::iss 7511a to bed for almost a week; never be- 
fore or since have I seen h«r so floored literally i 
time, ^lla never stayed a full day in bed when the i 
when she was sick v/ith a major bout of the flu. My 1 
own dead father about the sudden marriage; he assur 
prove rood and not end in divorce but would be ever 
looking hubby was the envy of every wonan to gaze u 
beautiful couple for sure and only had one child, 3 
grandchild but did not pet to spoil him to death b 
over the country for Phillips 66 in seismapraph par 
My little girl was all grown up or at least though 
roughneck oil field worker, a real roustabout of a 
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or 4 days before going tack. Some lifestyle but vtio 
general but my little girl was running away from things a 
of my drinking sprees and most of all about the bossing f 
heart " r iss Ella was too impatient to show anyone how to d 
herself such as how to sew well or to cook and clean thor 
Miss ^lla Just went ahead and did it, ironing a dress 
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time to show how to do it properly saying that it was easier to just do it than to 
daddle over explaining it. That really is a put-down for a child who keeps getting 
the message that "you* think they are not wcrth the effort to teach them. 3ven my 
dear sweetheart had a flaw when it came to raising my little girl. 

3ut my little boy was the next full time Job and he was growing up fast, fte almest 
did not learn to read because stories had too many fables in the textbooks; he knew 
animals could not talk from the farm so why learn such dribble. Thus, 
entertain wild stories with talking animals since all our farm animal 
word of English. So, I had to be creative enough to invent a game lik 
based on realism for my realistic son. Guess that I was too < 
taining whioh made him get bored with dull school teachers, yet he became one him- 
self eventually. Also guess he never wanted to learn to read because he didn't want 
to use-up his eyes, afraid they would wear out until he saw prescription glasses 
that could be bought. I changed those fears into more fun-tlnr 
learn like putting a jigsaw puzzle together. Kids will keep y 
something you never dreamed possible that would become very I 
The importance of my little girl getting married still amaze 
of that affair fast. She was popular and had dates galore so 
to tte boys who came to h«er me tell It all, over and over. S 
with my stories since she wanted to get gone to the show or t 
also heloed chase her out of the house. She wed as soon as hu 
the war front in the Pacific where the kamlka zi plane s n^ar Ij 
once. He was ready to live life and he was ree dy to live llf 
and far from all that was familiar. He had a job with the oil 
sSe got oS of this poor town easily enough And my dau^htor 
1ob real fast where ever they were hot-shotting to live; sn 
a verv workbrittle gal like all her relatives n both ^mllL 
bar^ so to speak at getting a job and being liked, ae visits 
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vacation time once a year, during the annual accumulated time that I had, we could 
use a railroad pass to travel, fe helped out at Lynna 5» a apartment of course while 
she vws at work at the bank (she always got a job at a local bank where they lived) 
'He packed a thousand-mile-lunch as we called the box suppers since diner oar food 
•,vas three times as expensive as a mere sandwich should be and not very food eats. 
.Ve made trips to the Texas citrus valley at San 3enito -where Billy was born and 
then to Brownsville in West Texas to take the big baby Billy back from his visit. 
And later to Carlesbad, New ?!exioo. We didn't let any grasa grow under out feet in 
getting to visit our loved one3. Ye would just g«t up and go when the urge struck 
us each year durine vacation time. But my sweetheart wife Kiss Ella talked too 
much out of line to my little girl's best friends, saying how she mis-ed her only 
daughter and was floored for days in the bed at the surprise of her elopement. ihat 
news shocked "my little girl's" friends so a big rift soon developed over that talk 
Ins too mush to outsiders of the family and then no more visits resulted for years 
with love being killed that day and my little girl still has that *!lsie Taylor-.Vin- 
niford hurtful look on her face when Sweetheer Ella's name is mentioned at all. 1.0 
one can do a Taylor wrong and then be thought of the sane thereafter. I Taylor just 
never gets over >^ Q -^^ n ^^ ^,*^V tsTburden. 
3ut°mv sweetheart wife continued her headstrong ways as she' never learned from a 

Ji *X'iIv that conservative Christians believe to speak the truth, come what may. 
But my SfVcrienraqualled about all that and then she pulled ^er ^aeU ah 
stunt wh^ our little boy got a job delivering newspapers f or TOB MtUS ICR-f^ 
una and one of his exciting customers was Representative .<rignt batman. ..exi, my 
w??S had to boo-hoo in front of little Bobby that he ves growing up too 

fffS&Xm iKl%VbSlt 8 &?«U to keep them under ? « fjujj -11 control.^ 
KaYkind of domineering l™*"^ 

like me lias to Jump in with both feet 5* J" t^^?" that J mother uses to 
All kids need a daddy to overco-ne ^e emotional ***^ tMt word anong ^ 

control her children (no wonder tne t Sm t ?^Sath b! smothering their own freedom)., 
modern youth; they hate •/.■hat loves them *° A**™**'^ use of love. * mother seem! 
I never could convince my sw J?*^***^^ ^iScolS f?-ed the slaves, possessive 
to think she owns you, even though £ os " ent tf » gJJ^t mean the child must be 
love like that just because^ l&Y&l on me since my daddy had threatened to 
dominated for life. Ijj mot ner tried tna t on %he ^ 

kidnap me so apron ^ine 3 c3n °«° 3 ?aMe S l of -quality use their pedistal postion 
say they love you. Thus, ;^ h ;*^«J^ 8 " e " guys run away from home since 

to control you if you listen to them, no winder m«ny^g y volunteered my son 

beinc an orohan can be a mighty good blessi^. am ujen ny saying that it was 
to shoo anc'do errands for free for ^ £ using Sod in a most cruel 

a Christian duty to do S sweetheaft had no goodness 

style- such impudence or such gall amazed me w« ray s iaves and will thus alway 
fnher heart for her own children whom treated lik e s lav ^ 
have a wounded psychic from f J 3 ' .^ture is forever one to cow-you down worse 
mi stayed away for years. A bossy nature * 3 ™% dn< , 33 ls used in such a nasty- 
thar a fitting bully in the ^J^^ JnS S?wSSa?" never better and yet my big 
nice manner on you. Troubles lig j> Jt^SiSt ves brought-up, thus, to kill the 

h tney had -arltal^r^ble.^*^^^^ just t0 nake sure that he waa there 
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all the time at the country club. Cane Ann kept tabs on that doctor husband of hers 
for several years lik« that until they finally got a divorce. She had a long haired 
Gray Persian cat that was named Cecilia; Jane Ann called that cat like it was a 
royal personage at all hours until that animal came home. She was a fool over that 
cat. But so was her husband about the care of all animals, beinr a really good vet. 
Another rentor of the Tex Sellars house was Charles H. and Peggy Proetz; he and his 
family owned x a sawmill and lurabermlll chain; but his first born was allergic to all 
dust and especially the sawmill residue in the air. They had to move because of the 
sawmill white ash that settled on the screens all the time and on the olothes out 
on the line (nsay folks had to buy dryers far that reason and it was speculated that 
American industry wanted such pollution for that reason to seil more goods. But that 
baby nearly died of the pollution so it seemed that the lltarjrry play A1X MI SONS 
was happening on my street. I felt sorry far the baby though while his folks were 
getting very rich off the environmental rape of the land. But the memories of the 
great-depression made everyone too grateful for having a working job to complain or 
to register a legal complaint. Ve would either starve to death for lack of a c 5ob or 
else finally smother to death so death seems the obvious fate of all of us living 
souls (no one will get out of this life alive, to quote an old sage). We lived throu 
gh all the rain of white ash until the lumber industry invented particle board which 
used all the residue and then only the horrid odor continued; a skunk was like a 
chenil Number 5 perfume in comparison to a sawmill. Our lungs and nose were the v/ors 
for it all but we could pay our bills as the good Pwepublicans eagerly let us know. 

Sager times full of anxiety oontinued. *ven my sister-in-law Lynna Wir.niford got 
married suddenly. She wed Cydel Vatkins; he worked the land on the plae* very well 
but he was a sot. 7/orse than me. You know, a drundard so that did not last since 
Vinnftord folks work too hard to let a fool squander their fruit of their labors. 
Miss lynna had worked her guts out literally on that farm; she had to have a histo- 
rectfcy soon after marrying so no children to complicate that ill-fated marriage. 
? f iss Lynna pot her name Status back in no time fiat. Hardly anyone remembers that 
marriage since it all happened and ended so fast to make you dizzy just to think 
about it. Cydell was a member of the Uhuroh of Christ or at least he sometimes at- 
tended with his parents. His mother bossed him about like the way my "iss 11a was 
trying to do her children but Mrs. Yfatkins did not think that her son could do any 
wrong 'and that his drinking if indeed he did drink alcohol *es caused by ^'iss Lynna. 
And Visa Lynna had the good sense to divorce that Damn* 1 8 boy before her own sanity 
or psychic rot all massed up. A good Chttstlan old lady '.Vatkins ruined several lives 
all in the name of goodness or misuse of goodness. K«r, you can see why I am a demon 
about not allowed my sweetheart continue her ruination. 

And then T'iss Lynna learned her lesson well enough not to fool around with men who 
ftved their mother's too much. Family will make a family-slave of you if you listen 
as I so well know, "iss Lynna for the next 29 years dated a man two decades her 
? unlor. He was a cattleman and local landowner plus a rodeo cowoy ploK-up nan. 
Now. they were a matoh on seeing who could outdo the other since sne Knew livestock 
as well as any man. And he could not remarry easily sine* he had a wife in the in- 
sane asylum at Terrill; Teedrow Crumfc told jokes about the inamat^s who asked a nan 
-arting a load of fresh rttnure at the gates of the asylum corral; when questioned, 
the farmer-nan replied that he was taking the fresh fertilizer to put on his straw- 
berri-s crop and the loony John Dee laughed a deep belly buster and Bald, You 
folks sav that we are crazy in here but we only put cream and suran on our straw- 
Urriw/not messy heckey." Now, that joke was funny to "JJgJ 

immediate inlaws of his since their daughter was all locked up, b*? ^g^?!? 
of the b*st landed families, the Doswell clan. Humor 6 1 the **?®^ s pi I* look fun- 
cruel but a laugh is a laugh when it can be gotten. 1 snouia . ' ^ h th chance 
na-ha-ha myself In the face peculiar enough new t to * ]■ a « g°J t-auma: the idea is 
0? life attitudes. Turning age W over half my life J|°^ 8 f « r ^ a J ot { ceable thing 
not bad but suddenly having to «ea? hix to c^i* upon you. I became a blunder puss 
about all the bodily functional c £ a ££?*j r i«ht in front'of my nose. Letters looked 
?dien I once never stumbled or i^st ^in^s & ^ e r xa S g*»s for sure. And 

like melting ice on the Uth of * T uxy so 1 naa ™ *™ blI ib Ve, who tod been so 

J^wMSu :^/S#Srt!S»S iu .& m th. f.t at* 
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me for sure. Bat new I do not look at all like ay form 
coming a blimp. Could fly away if not so heavy. And tfo 
turn to drink for sure but then I already had turned t 
that is scarey enough to make a h 
lights out of anyone sensible. Bu 
to pay my bills and feed my fsce 

New next door neighbors became 
a jewelry store downtown. His wife was a deadringe: 
the movie stars; her maiden name was Parks and whe; 
to check-out the jewelry store location which they 
it also, he indeed looked like the movie star. But 
were ^ood fellows; they all planted a garden and b 
white ler.erands that looked they needed a bath al] 
when the price doubled over what his wife Berniece 
fence around it once lumber became plentiful but n 
v/as on the free market the very next day after the 
shows the t a 



r fit self. I was fast be- 
t is enough to make a fellc 
the John Barleycorn. Now, 
e for all time to scare the living day- 
ad to be alive and had to work too hare 
bout being ugly or not or even to care. 



happy en i 



is two sens and wife; they owne* 
tflth her curly hair for one of 
one of her brothers showed up 
ought the build inr and re-did 
lder son Bill and younger John 
It a pen to raise chickens, 
he tlae. W.F. sold that house 
aid and he put a picket white 

so cheap. All the rationed stuf 
ar was announced ended so that 
ock piled to make it all scarce 
so we gikllible folks would" think we were doing without things and food at that to 
helo out with the «ar effort. And then good friends Gregg Le&ree and wife Frances 
bought a big house on County Avenue just across the Arkansas line so we got another 
set of new neighbors named James Stevenson an d his wife U.V. whose initials stood 
for nothing but her name. She hailed originally from Foulke, Arkansas about 15 miles 
southeast of Texarkana but U.V. met Jimmy at San Antonio, Texas where 4 government 
bases exist and she had work staying at a cousin 1 s hone. U.V. came home with a new 
husband and she had a job at Sears Roebuck St Company while he was a hotdog auto 
nachanic. He worked for Jack Buffington repair shop and they put my son 1 s bicycle 
together one Christmas as a surprise while we were at the farm and returned to find 
the bike behind the 6 foot tall Uhrlstnas tree. Some good friends to do that for us 
to surprise our overgrown son. Yet, my hone on Moore Thrive in Sussex Downs was a 

~ve (Sussex Downs sounded like the name of a country estate 
h enough to own acreage around the big house called 3322 
mmunity life is friendly beyond words, as long as they can 
eniently forget to repay until you come borrowing to get it 
ned. The 3iblical command to treat your neighbor well oaa 
doesn't go unpunished. Neighbors just ran inside your open 
w a tome tee or salt or peppers from garden or whatever need- 
e until they went on payday; folks did not often go .to a 
./e at least did not so we had a pantry of supplies that made 
place to borrow out of. But we liked all the neighbors who 
Pople speak and wave to you when driving by or walking 
birthdays with a dinner outdoors in warm weather and then 

snaps. My middle section of the block 
Summer time was the best pert of the year 
17 April sometimes was warm but mostly not so at all. We could 
assembled long tables and make ice cream alon* with cakes of course and fish fries 
and later barbecue cookouts. 

feasted till dark and later. The whol- day was an even much like cele 
in South Texas on my birthday bash there. Only not as full of kin or 
afar. Miss *lla though did most of the hot cooking since she was home all day while 
other wives worked in town at a paying. Job and that 
of the foo<! 
was worn it 
were the C( 
Ve also unv 
asked to uc 
you, 



oorr c 
all t 



"rom you and com 
c as we soon leai 
became a good deed that 
door to chat or to borrc 
ed from the grocery stoi 
store to buy on a whim, 
our larder a convenient 
were hard-working folks, 
along. We all celobratec 
inside at the dinner table during the 
was well celebrated for decades for si 



.e of the afternoon and 



)m 



we had to furnish most 
Lve items sometimes. A path 
ck door from my place; we 



all chiDoed in to buy some of the e 
rreen lawns from all the houses to the ba._ 

larv for borrowing as I said and for visiting around the lawn chairs, 
gly loaned rarden tools and any other such utinsel rhat neighbors 
n Ltw that we had it. And they asked for it all, let me tell 
n seeing uia^ w« u • them. Folks just can't seem 



with us having to 
to remember to return things l 1 k* 
a lot of things that n*ver rot re 
metal holders fbr the fly rod and 
bors 1 s house without a qualm. I d 
And the neighbbrs were good to 



_>d them. Folks just 
they can always rerramber to go borrow it. I lost 
urned even my fishing tackle box full of the 
the lures Just walked off to some Christian neigh- 
i remember things for a long time Jjjj-^^ 
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W8s the proper thing to do as neighbors. No neighbor went without a floral arrange- 
ment being sent to any funeral anywhere or where ever it was even out of town or out 
of state. And the grieved family always sent thank-you notes from half way around 
the world if necessary, but net any more do folks observe such decenoy. Good manner 
is a thing of the pest nowadays since it is too much bother to send a thank-you oar 
even and huge price of postage is the vulgar exouse new while back in the old days 
money was scarce but not manners and the payscele was way below minimum wage now. 
*ut my sweetheart wife Miss "Ella still collects money to buy wreatches or a live ex 
otic plant for neighbors whose family has a death even of a distant cousin up in 
Yankeeland. She is Just like that, to do unto others even if they do unto her badly 
as folks are prone today. I would not v«nt to live for«°v^r on earth if medical scie- 
nce were to develop a pill fcr that longevity since people no longer like to assoc- 
iate with each oth^r and tell tall-tales anymore (air conditioning and television 
have changed human gregarious nature into the worst element of isolation since beinc 
outside in the heated sun is too sweathy hot and the ward on that idiot box of a TV 
set is preferred over live human contact with next door neighbors). The polio scare 
of being in the hot sun started the appeal of air conditioning and then TV viewing 
as a past time rather than being outside for the fun of it all combined to form the 
lifestyle of seouldins and ostracizing each oth*r on purpose; it is considered a 
big status symbol to own big TV sets in as many rooms as possible and to have even 
the closets of the house oool as a cucumber all the time (central air and heat is 
the aim and anything less is uncouth to hear tell from the "got-rccks" crowd who 
has to use the possession of things to laud it over everyone; things, not people are 
important today. All this became definite in 1965 but more about that later. I still 
liked the basic neighbors who were moving in and out. The Berry house v/as alv«ys 
rented and my sv/eetheart wife took charge of the renting and managing all the rentor 
since Cleo Jaynes Berry kept the house even though living in Houston \tfiere her three 
children worked and lived. The Daughter Peggy 3erry Cox wed a fellow music ial who 
was fat as her dad and the both of them died of a heart attack v;ithin the same year. 
V/idow P^fcgy worked as a secretary for an oil magnate and brother Buddy worked for 
Shell Oil research at Bellaire offices. And the f iesty Billy Berry owned clubs in 
Houston where his mother worked and watched the cash register, especially for the 
Carafe which is domtown on the square where founder Sam Houston often drank at that 
club in the 1830* s so it is old indeed and the architecture looks it too. 7e visited 
my son at Houston and saw all the familiar friends and their places. The Berry clan 
always drove through Toxarkana on the way to resort town Hot Springs, Arkansas, to 
say howdy and keep in touch; lots of other past neighbors did the same. • 

A sameness about new neighbors being friendly remained the constant trait of the 
old neighborhood. The house where Neal !*Key lived vas now owned by Lorraine Dunn 
and her mother, a widow (Lorraine had never married, working for Community Chest 
for 17 y*ars till suddenly being let go to hire a Much younger secretary so Lorraine 
<rot a lob at the arsenal since the cold war was going strong to keep the munitions 
and tanks bein* manufactured and repaired to protect us all from the Reds). Mrs.Dunn 
had a sister Mary Collier Cawonlock who bought house two doors north of the Dunns. 
Tex Sellers was in the middle with his upholstery shop so they complained till ne 

.fSStSLi and f,d thf .Id, mil and cheaply; ^ ? .^_af ternoojja^^would^one 

dir 
that 




community vfco borrow* and conveniently f or^et ever towpay. But the ^f^riend 
of all NBA 9 houses down the block; she was riattie Ingram Mize. Other n ^gJ D °™ d 
ftantly s Jed that a lady looked exactly lita , «y ^« ^J^^Sft.^StlS Ss 
more than the two sisters my wife had back living ££ £ e 8 her and my wife 

also a member of the Church of Christ and the £g^£%£HJ«*? * soon learned 
regularly even though the two often at J«» d ^ "SliJJJ Inrraa Size's mother was a 
SLTSS * Afield, Illinois originally 
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hailed from Kentucky* Tls a small world Indeed. That distant kinship though made 
my wife Ella and Hattie appear as blood sisters in appearance or visage. They were 
already the best of friends long before learning that bloodline connection; they had 
a deep Christian love for one another as neighbors and sisters in Christ. Only death 
could separate them as someday it did. And Hattie 1 s daughter Noreta shared the same 
birthdate with my son; they had dinners and also traded comic books. They were two 
peas in a po<J and just rersained friends as v/e wondered if they would grcw-up to wed 
like childhood kids do sometimes. And ^arlene ?,!ize Simpson lived three times on our 
street also, raising her two sons Billy T'ack and Kicky who seemed like cousins. Lit- 
tle Ricky grew up to marry and name one of his children Taylor Simpson since Taylor 
was the name that YAze (Hattie) always called my wife 211a and TTize called me Tom. 
^lla seemed to own my surname more than I did in the community life so it v/as a good 
thing that I loved that mother of my children mare than my own life itself. My wife 
and Hattie Mize wallpapered their homes together and we husbands never knew what to 
expect to find done to the house when returning from work at end of the day. Never a 
dull moment for sure. Hack Simpson was a good men and a fine Christian husband to 
^arlene and seemed to love Hattie like his ov/n mother so when his mother died he had 
a mother still alive he often said (many of the Simpsons were bad news in the Texar- 
kana area being doners and drinkers worse than me which is saying a lot). I liked 
all the Simpsons but manv of them had tc be watched as they could touch you for a 
few dollars and make off forevermore. Then, the son V/infred Mize married a Hinson 
whose dad was a farmer; v/lnfred worked for Sears and was soon transferred a lot. 
Eldest daughter Lillian was married to Oatis who despised Hattie because he v/as a 
Baptist who believed that one could not fall from grace so he did as he pleased to 
sin in the name of the Lard so naturally Hattie informed him that the was evil as 
well as only one name for the Jesus 1 s church existed and that was Romans 1$:16 that 
states "The* Churches of Christ salute you." Hattie pointed out his errors with the 
quoted scriptures so they were persona non-^rata for sure. But Hattie said she was 
right and that was good enough for her to obey Cod's law not some sinful soninlaw. 
V/ell, the granddaddy Mize lived in Broken Bcw, Okiikhoma where they visited often. 

♦Ye had kin in Oklahoma also so we all visited together up there and of course down 
here on tfoore Drive with fish fries or barbecues. And we all v/ent to church together 
all the time, making the rounds of revivals of all the Church of Chnist con^re^atioi 
in the areas; we sometimes attended 5 or 6 services during a weekend day when the 
conererations stagrered their services; the Negro Church of Christ was the most en- 
tertaining of all to attend as we sat in the baok or side flap of the tent revival 
fcr the Black Church; now their preachers really preach hell-f ire-and-damnation to 
the sinners and surely Oatis would have burning ears from all that said about his 
type of. religious activity. On hot nights, we sat on the auto fenders and listened 
to the Nigger preachers lambast the sins to hades. Never had so much fun while get- 
ting a good lesson in ethics and observing human nature in action. Black folks did 
not want us inside their churches then but never i©de an issue out of it though. 3ut 
the white folks certainly did not want a visiting Black person inside theirs as we 
all learned when one Negro evangelist preacher-man on a Wednesday morning service 
casually stopped inside and sat in the rear pew. A big stink resulted about all of 
us being a bad Influence to visit the Negro churches who felt that they shoula re- 
turn the favor and that vas not desirable. 7e had to eat humble pie for months as 
peer pressure is a severe thing in a small town when the rich want a certain thing 

to continue or not. _ A ^j. 

Veil I got religion and even went to the AA tc clean-up my ast. i naa zo ao an 
that good stuff becaus* my sweetheart wife I'iss Klla was about to leave me; she was 
sick and tired, all fed up, with all my drunkn^ss and wastlnr of mcney needed to .1^ 
uo the house we were buying. I had to become better than myself 1 or sure on the 
surface of every day life. I thus started all the good stuff by becoming a born-agi 
Christ* an on my birthday on 17 April 1949 v*iich was also faster Sunday tha. year. 

faster oocurs every eleven years on my birthday or at teast has done so since 
1927 Jusfa??er I wed my sweetheart Visa ma who started gl^JJ 0 *,^^ 
In mv life God celebrated that event in a social *ay In 19*1 rvnicn .»s XiJ T, 
Sster SuStoJ after my little girl vas born on 5 No«*« 1926. I was always a Ohtt. 
going daddy and I read the Bible like a trojan going to war but that was not n*arl. 
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good enough for the regular church-noing kin and friends. They rode my frame until 
I \nbs convinced that being Baptized into the holy trinity through the Church of 
Christ was the only true-salvation. My old Methodist sprinkling was just not pood 
enough or sufficient and the devout friends quoted the gccd book to prove their 
doctoral point. V/ell, I read and re-read that Bible until I knew it like the back 
of my hand before I allowed them to just lead me down the primrose path to eternity. 
The more that I studied to prove them wrong, the sooner I be^an to comprehend that 
they were correct, /as I aver floored. I had jumped in feet first and get all fours 
going after it just to prove them wrong only to learn the truth afterall was in 
their urging me to "come study and reason together." Those blankety-bland brothers 
in Christ had saved my soul for all eternity so I was grateful after a lot of read- 
ing to join them in Christ. Prayer was of course useful but God gave mankind free- 
will so no interference is made in this lifetime so that we can chose or not to be 
good or bad. I luckily chose goodness for goodness sake because my sweetheart wife 
*£iss 211a was fed-up with my drinking benders. My name was mud with her so I had to 
appraise my condition and do something positive for sure. I now had a lot of fine 
friends at the church house as well as on my home street. No more drinking. 

And then I went to AA; alcoholic annopymous was a sobering experience. Just stand- 
ing up and talking about all the troubles was a hard thing to do. But no one vanted ' 
to visit me at home to keep me from drinking because I was considered a bad case 
and also a dozen celebrity citizens had just decided to quit in Texarkana so they 
got all the attention, *!very 9 months they kept falling off the wagon so to speak 
while I threw my liquor bottles in the drain and quit oold turkey like I ves suppos- 
ed to do if you read the AA book. I had no buddies to talk me through not drinking 
so a lot of prayer resulted but then I knew that only I had to decide not to sip a 
dram of alcohol or else all hell would let loose when my sweetheart wife V.iss ^lla 
found out by smelling my spirited breath. That inspired me to stay on the straight 
and narrow path. And of course I wanted to be good for goodness sake with the Lord 
who of course was keeping scare so when I did something good then a little bifi of 
the mountain of evil stones v/ere slowly replaced with a good rock of gibralter of 
good-deeds. Now, that mountain of evil being dispelled with the good rocks of Gib- 
raltar is a carry over from all the Methodist preaching that I heard from age one 
till I wed in 1924 to l'iss ^lla. The Church of Christ preachers only preach about 
the 3ible lessons and that is vtoy most members carry a Bible to Church to check on 
the scriotural lesson. A preacher is not really very important as he only is to re- 
mind the members about what the Bible says to do so we can go tr the Bible directly 
for the word of God. That raans that the silly charisma is nothing as a part of the 
warship of God so never worship a preacher instead of God. Now, that was my kind of 
religion to worship only God's spirit not the membership building record of some 
pre^cherman like the way most preachers do gain charisma as their rewards. 

V/ell, I prayed not to drink so I resolved not to imbibe. No more drinking sprees. 
I was always considered too hopeless for any AA buddy to visit my home. Thus, the 
good reformed reprobates were too good for me while they helped Bob Harris a cowork- 
er of mine whose^f ather-in-law was a major builder of new houses in town; theMoGraw- 
r V^> oonstrua tion company made him more valuable than me. I had no wealthy potential 
backer of tte AA programs to gain me special favors as only small towns like to do. 
It was never convenient between assisting the other guys who were their type of 
folks in Texarkana of their own little click since I was an outsider from Commerce. 
Lite i said, I was the only one to stay on the program without every falling off 
the wagon; it takes Just over 9 months to get the traces of alcohol out of the 
blood stream and body cells so the withdrawal pangs are horrible. The horrific pain 
of withdrawal is net easy plus the emotional pangs of being cold-shouldered added ! 
to my determination to succeed. That was my motivation. The mealy mouthed AA jrerorm-^ 
ed reprobates became holier than thou with me, saying that I was evil w }° k «J f 0I ! 

rich relatives^ ***** t mHt drinking end ioined the Church. 

All mv relatives though acted proud that I quit cuinKing anu jmu * ; 
You would hlvl thoScht that I had done a nearly impossible thing, a real feat for 
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sure. ?ven sister-in-law and niece *lsie Taylor- Wlnnifard had good things to say 
to my face and behind my back. She Genuinely seemed glad and happy for me. I rue as 
that word had gotten tack hone that the AA members avoided me like the plagu*. I 
never told anyone this faot in person but only now have recorded that disappointing 
fact. But then when no AA member ever came to the door of my ho:» to er.courar-e me 
like the book far AA members stated, then I guess that my astute wife and her kin 
got the message loud and clear tap sure. This must have made them show me more re- 
spect than I ms getting among my om kind of drinkers or so that AA book had in- 
dictated would happen. But that is life in small towns, to treat some mean as hell 
who did nothing worse than others while the reprobates who go to the right Church 
get earthly rewards while they continue their nasty sins (but that is how the church 
beliefs that one can never fall from grace treat others not of their sinful faith). 
That was also one of the reasons that I liked Hattie Mize since she condemned that 
religion for its sinful and very wrong religious faith. A lot of religious folks 
will find themselves in hell forever when the last Judgement is called up yonder 
because the Bible states that narrow is the way and few shall enter therein, which 
means that not all members of Churches will go to heaven muchless all the unchurched 
souls. So much for my preochering since I know God personally while the others only 
have a vac her 1 s impression of some man-made image of the Lord. 

Even my niece Loretta Vackey Cessna came to visit me on my birthday faster Sun- 
day of 1949* She came with herself and a new husband named Carl Pwye. They spent 
their honeymoon in resort tow Hot Springs, Arkansas. And they stayed married till 
the day he died in Houston of a heart attack. He was an oil executive with Humble 
Oil; he perents though owed a small oil company on their landed holdings; they 
only made a million dollars a month back then (Loretta had a way of finding rich 
men to wed; she could attract or smell money a mile away). Now, she was no longer 
a gross widow or a grasping widder as some cousins sneered but never me to cast a 
stone at someone else in dire straights. I still love that little niece of mine to 
this day. 

loretta vaas like a daughter since she lived with us in Commerce just before the 
areat Depression began and then we lived near her in Channelviev; or rather Hardin. 
We were all close kin who went through many kin<? s of similar troubles together. 
She wished me well on my birthday faster Sunday of 1949 and we all ate a big lunch 
or dinner as we called our big noon meal back then together. She seemed happy as 
could be so much more alive than when living as Vrs. Cessna in South Texas. But 
then the SAC or Women Army Core experience during World War H had shaped her vision 
onto something more substantial than movieland books or just money to laud LA over 
less fortunate like the uppity folks in Houston area usually did. She was a high 
stepper with flare like her mother and grandmother riz 3-M Taylor. Loretta was a 
good friend to Ovetta Mae Culp Kobby who helped found the >'<AC; the T:obby clan o. 
Houston was a hard-working rich family ao that fit in with my kind of people for 
sure. Loretta was down to earth and renulnely sincere in what she stated or else 
she avoided the subject all together. All of us Taylors are like that let me tell 
you something intimate about my family kin. 

I did not ever want the day to end, no sunset on my faster Sunday birthday of 
17 April 1°49 My little bov was at the farm as usual with his constant train pass 
to avoid the evil mf ia influ*nc*s of Texarkana. He was a little bit country boy 
and a bit of city slicker like me his old man. But he had a vision in the rtndow 
of the train liken darkness fell on the return trip that Sunday night of 17 *pril 
1949 when he saw or said he say me in a front church pew, renewing my Christian ^ 
faith befcre the congregation; it came as a flash like a lightning streak he said. 
That shared faith was surely a sign from Ocd on my Sunday Birthday on Easter of 
17 April 1949. 
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want <5^ : eat country food or watermelon in public no more v/hen putting 
But on my birthday resolutions I was haopy as a lark and ignored al 
of status symbols that don't let me enjoy yourself. I was just being i , 
all tte t day. Everything became more enjoyable. Community life was definitely more 
rewarding. The neighbors' s amiles seemed more frequent and much more genuine for 
sure. All the children were just as openly happy toward each family at the banquet 
tables in the yards surrounding my place. Only occasionally did we adults have to 
correct or scold a child for being bad but even then the parents did not pout and 
act abashed that something terrible had been done to their sweet child; good citizen 
ship was the responsibility all adults felt essential to teach the children so cor- 
recting v/hen something was adverse v/as only natural. Of course, big problems existed 
all over the place but none of the saall stuff aas allowed to be an issue or get out 
of hand. So we adults kept vigil on way*.,ard spirited ones within the community. Ke 
kept an orderly lifestyle in harmony that way for it took discipline to enjoy all 
the freedom we knew, ^ven heaven above hoard about my new leaf or new lease on life 
by starting a new order of things in society in general; the archangel Lucifer got 
word of my turning over a new leaf or lease on life and he left me alone let me tell 
you so that is why the AA program worked so fine and then all my family ills became 
blessings. The great V/orld War number 2 was already won so the peace ted to be kept 
with the continued blessings of the Amy Ammunition Plant employing folks so my rail 
road job continued since the shipping was still regular . God was good to th§ old 
time religion of the Texarkana area. And then Hitler v/as suspcsedly dead but not 
buried or identified definitely with a mystery hanging over all our heads that he J 
was still lurking about personally if not his spectre influence. Roll, the women did 
return home from tl» arsenal to bring about the baby boom but soon afterwards re- 
turned to employment since one paycheck would not do their status symbol v/ants and 
thus the newborns became brats on occasion without correction from anyone since the 
parents were too tired from a hectic workaday with numerous problems enough there. 
Some kids ran v/ild and the homelife began to deteriorate noticeably. But otherwise 
than all tbat change nothing much else seemed of value or big concern so me and my 
loved ones were haopy as if we had good 3ense. 

But the community life v/as endangered again when the redlight district on downtown 
'^hird Street v/as finally raided and the young whores moved into a house across the 
street at ^3319 Moore Drive; that house had also been a whorehouse during the war 
until we closed it down them; for a new house, that address seemed dQomed to sleazy 
folks. Certain houses attrac£> certain . kinds of folks oddly enoi 
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another fun neighbor was Angle Davis and her daughter Mary Frances, They moved to 
Chicago area where husband Ted was a native when he got cut-off the Flowers Kolsum 
Bread route in town. Anyway, Angle nearly lived up at her house visiting all the 
time from just 3 doors down, ^*ngie and my wife cleaned house together so they could 
finish it all and then visit while doing something constructive like crocheting or 
shelling peas; their hands were never idle, ^ven Jewel McGee was that way even 
though she was a secretary to notorious shyster attorney Brown, Jewel's house was 
immaculate like her whole life so she naturally adoped a son rather than go to the 
bother of having to birth one, Vte all ate outdoor birthday dinners together, "Each 
brought a covered dish as an unspoken rule, Each made their own speciality so that 
it was like a picnic 3unday with the best goodies to eat. And then Mrs, 1'cHeiney 
brief lv lived in the whore-attracting— house and Jewel visited her often and was sit 
ting on the ground helping weed a f lov/erbed w^en the Berry dog named Sergeant ran 
by and just lifted his leg to pee on Jewel while continuing to run on down the tusy 
street, never getting run over. Mean docs and bad kids never get hurt when do ing 
any dangerous things because the devil is their watchman and instigator in it all 
so wSatan keeps them safe to continue doing aggravating things. But the worst dog in 
the neighborhood *es Kasso which was a dog owned by a Vorld V/ar H veteran down the 
street; he brought the German Shepherd police dog from Germany at end of the way and 
let it roam loose so he would not have to clean up the shitty mess and too so the 
pest would eat what other animals had in their yards, Well, that dog came up dead 
one fine day when the other rednecks got tired of being abused; no one cared if that 
veteran had won the war singled handed or not as he often enough told; folks did not 
ever know who led to the demise of that vicious guarddo*: named Hasso but then folks 
will tell you anthing and I should know that best of all. But old Serge dog got his 
justice one day in my yard at that. 

That local big dog Serge on our block that surved around to b^co^ ILth street 
as well got too prissy for his own good when my kitty cat had 4 kittins on a small 
daybed or Hollywood courch we kept in the garage. Serge was a duke 1 s mixture of dog- 
dora genes so he ms Justifiable a roving dog running through the greenish yards to 
do his business which means dog-dookies to your tube-boob generations folks, ./ell, 
that ornery dog lifted his leg and peed again ell over Jewel's back when she v«s 
stooped to pick up something on our garage floor; he had it in for poor Jewel vfoo 
was always cl^an as a vfolstle. You can thus see why laws have to be passed to keep 
pets on a leash or behind a fence all the time far they are terrible, both man and 
beast who thinks his dog is above doing bad things, anyway, Serge got his just de- 
serts when our mamma cat named Lady Beth jumped on his back from that couch -and rode 
his frame home to his owner 1 s boundard line. That Serge dog yelped all the way more 
in surprise than pain from his bleeding bare bare bronc ride. Serge never came back 
to do any his business in my yard after that, v/e all got a charge out of that, 
especially Jewel I'cOee, 

Miss ^lla just watched that ruckus with a smile. She was simply outside doing her 
vardwork in the flowerbeds. White folks were not supposed to lift a finger doing 
slave labor work or nigger work as the uppity whites bragged and sneared when seeing 
Miss ~lla d::-ing yard work and thus making them look like lazy slackerds or slouches 
they were. Status symbols had oorae to Sussex Downs with the lazy crowd moving in. 
■He ignored the white-trash lazy-bones neighbors and so we planted a garden that 
raised over 80 percent of our vegetables with our home grown efforts. And our flower 
beds won us "yard of the month* time and again. We even drilled a water well so that 
our yard could have sodium free drinks. And being on the same water vein as the 
famed S-ring Lake springs where explorer De Soto drank in 15^3 according to the old 
historical marker plague on the spring house, Vfe planted pin oak seedlings that in 
15 vears rrew into "mighty trees, while other neighbors complained that planting an 
"/took WO loa 8 tofe/. sh.de tree ao the, harped la < *»« Z"tle?%tv 
It would take too long to wait for an oak to grow into shade ^jyJJSft We Sd our 
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planting Sat ullt* then. So ». had a P ,ood tlaa la our wrden of Men yard All. 
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and mare all the time* No use to waste time being inside during the wonderful hot 
summer time that God created for mankind to work. But most of cur neighbors sat in 
ohilly rooms watching a flinmering magio box, I will soon enough be in a box for 
eternity so why hurry inside to one now. Also, that ohilly air-cond: t ? onlng helps 
cause arthritis and other skin irritating ailments but you can 1 t tell know-it-all 
redneck America anything until it is too late, meaning that it is obvious to all 
that their lifestyle is the root cause of the problems. 
As more and \more television sets appeared, the less folks sat on their front 
porches to watch the world go by and to chat ctr interact at all with anyone. All 
has made society less human interectioned end thus breeding fear of people in all 
by all segments of the population. My tall tale talking as a playtime thine scon 
ceased except on birthdays and family reunions that also withered to only a few of 
the oldtimers. No one wants to hear what a real person has to say, only the blaring 
TV with its violence has appear anymore. My talk became wasted time on deaf ears. 
The nation 1 s number one mind warper did this to our wonderful country v/hich once 
had a democracy based on discussion of ideas not the materialistic goods gained 
from advertisment on TV. One simple machine could pander to the worst aspects of 
human nature now so I soon found myself sitting and watchinp the mindless shows that 
belittle imagination and interpersonal human skills. And to think that subliminal 
us* of that techclogy soon puts mind control into the game of life so mind over mat- 
ter surely has become a reality on a me ss level. But I still do not find a willin 
audience for my tall tales like now. 

Some young folks vent to hear about the olden days with a sense of humor thrown 
in like only I could do. That 1 s when I strut my stuff when an audience applaudes the 
likes of my tales, on a one to one basis for me. TV is so nice seeming till you got 
to know the awful results; the glitz will improve everything into oblivion. Only 
the human touch can keep enthusiasm alive enough to t*ach imagination to the young 
liars coming of age and that are yet to be born; need to teach through example for 
the skill not to be lost and imagination is what makes inventors get ideas to im- 
prove this old world. The future is being lost now by the TV set crowd in their 
chilly air-conditioned rooms unto themselves as a selfish lifestyle takes over. 

No one wants to give me holler anymore unless to borrow somie thing not to return. 
This makes me sound cynical but than TV does that; the TV is the tool of the devil 
who usta make evervone do bad things (and some holiness church preachers actually 
visit parishioners and then load the evil TV into the trunk of their car to sell 
the wickedness out of their souls). Not a bad scam if you can get away with it. But 
twin city Texarkana is full of all kinds of religions that work a mind boggling 
guilt trip on you like that if you are gullible for I would myself sell the TV if 
it were too wicked to stay in my house. All our friends were we 11 -churched. And Irs. 
Ted -Ylndlll visited us when in the neighborhood or on church visiting duty for her 
First Baptist downtown duties. She kept us up to date on all the latest ^PP^ings 
of what the mafia was doing to keep the tow from growing fast like Shreveport, Lou- 
isiana which the two towns were about the same population as of my 49th birthday. 
But Texarkana was supposed to grow bigger because of being the gateway to tne aoutn- 
v/AQt a* oroclaimed bv the hupe lighted sign that used thousands of llghtbulbs on 
;! 7th street at 'he underpass, Vtoat a sight to see, well wothh the drive out to 
view it all. And this delight ha* gone on during the great depression but no more 
lince the big thieves got fontrol of the city council and need to sneak every penny 
for themselves not to glorify the town. The 7th Street was full of eateries and mo- 

that brought in business before the Interstate killed the town. My friend Lee 
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alive and kicking up dust for sure, irregardless of what Mamie •/innifard Robertson 
v/ants to happen to her* *./hen I visited once with Aunt Minnie in old Kentucky home 
of her son there, someone said that smoking cigarettes should be banned and the re- 
sponse was (don't say tte t here; people will march on you or walk all over you for 
this is tobacco or ciggy butt land and horse farm country for sure), I watched my 
P f s and V s since I was a smokestack with my pipe* And besides the coal mines made 
one of their farm houses and whole peach orchard cave in when the sink hole rave way 
one surprising day; ruined a really fine place that had no idea the old coal mines 
were all over that hilly place. Lucky to escape with their lives so naturally noth- 
ing legally was done to industry that ruined a beautiful scenic view and a rich dirt 
that could have grown food for many good souls (but this is vfcat the Civil Vfer was 
really fought over when the powers- tha t-be state that Stetes Rights was the real is- 
sue which it truly was the moral question, not hateful slavery that clouded the la- 
sue which the Robber Barons used to their benefit; thus, States Rights meant that 
no company legality of rights would ever supercede individual human rights since 
folks are blood -and-guts with only a few years to live while corporations can exist 
for hundreds of years as the framers of the U.S. Constitution knew with the powerful 
Atlantic and Paokific Company and the Hudston Bay Company, all of whioh still exist 
to this day in London, England as money makers f orthe super rich; anyway, a company 
can treat an individual any way it pleases and then use court litigation for decades 
to avoid payment until well after a blood -and-p;uts individual is long dead so the 
big business vested interest perverted American government from 1865 onward • I know 
this from reading history so why is the big lie perpertreted???????? 

This big lie makes me angry and my anger extends to some ornery folks who can be 
so aggravating that I could go on about that all nlpht. Voney is all that really 
counts in Texas and ,/ashington, D.C. so if you have a big wad of cash you can get 
away with bloody murder in America today since rich men's lies get covered up by 
the bought-off pol it leans and judges. I am just a common working jack so no one tak 
the blue collar opinion serioisly# - d 

My blue-and white oollar daddy knew all levels of the good lire out r.e pea ir-m a 
broken heart in March of 1950 at a^e 89; he had to move out to the c cuntry with m* 
brother Dude who was really named Junior being born even on same birthday as my dad 
George Washington 9 a blrthdate. Daddy wanted to be 90 the worst of anyone since old 
prototype robber baron John D. Rockefeller, Sr. was reputed to be 90 and giving 
dimes tftne children to make them love his cheating *ays. ?Jy father always walked 
to town several times a day when living there on Jerni e an Street with other bro ther 
#111 but his wife Ida got rid of him after 19* years of bother or so she said I he just 
wanted to move out on EllO, Road with Dude so *C knows. Daddy J^^^^ 1 ^ 8 ^^^ 6 
tut nore of us 3 younrer ones when he ran away to v/ork In the pioneer oil fields *o 
Slid wooSen oil derricks so Jill had some reason to feel obligated to take care of 
Mm in hlS Sid are but the rest of us did pitch in to send money to pay extra ex- 

his mote's travail to get the bo*y of her husband Madison Itaxwell ll0 «*£. J^i;*, 
back to Cherry wood Plantation homeplace in a barrel of pickle juice and daddy said 
IZy eVimf 2Tt°h. P iS. born the very minute his '«t ? r *ied^ o^th. Iron 
bed. V/ell, my daddy fourht the good fight of a long life, ^ougr.t with all nis ene 
mles of this life and demon rum or homebrew. But he a \ l ? 8 J. n ; 0 ?V1 3 Uan i-eo^le 
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StS. besides, his mother as the richest ^S^oflBS?, frS"^!™ 
lars in gold coin3 to each of her °"* A "* n ™,"% Bmllv a lt did for decades so no 
and that fortune was meant to **g^.^ 0 TS »tl5i of no father living in the 
flagrant neglect was IjPosed, treatment for being responsibl 

house with my fussy mother who - fl , t condcne baddy's leaving but 

■for the death of aunt Jennie Suxlivan rayxor« x o«u ^ 




1 do understand that he v/as way ahead oi his time In doing his ov/n selfish thing » 
Life is not fair to *0-l never has been if history lessons have a value so all 
the goodie-two-shoes in the v/orld who think that God makes everything happen for a 
big-picture divine purpose are really just trying to fool themselves at the expense 
of the person or me they are trying to brain-wash for their devisive motives, plus 
free-will exists from day one of the world so don't make God a secret-service watch- 
man with a moni tor or proctor mentality to wrap everyone 1 s knuckles with a stick if 
they do not 6bey life's whims according to their goodie-two-shoes attitudes or in- 
terpretation of life as they assume society must live. To thine ownsolf be true is 
the best advice everyone should take in life (all of this nervous tension from the 
church ladies philosophy is enough to give one spastic colon or irritable bowel 
syndrome gasseousness^for a lifetime and that results in speeds-up peristalsis, 
which is excessive bowel movements and that in turn creates a GI or rastro-intest- 
inal problem that can become life threatening just because bujy-bodles do not mind 
their own business, but the sadistic element of Christianity leadership had r9ther 
scare you to death than use loving kindness to change the world). One can catch more 
flies with honey than with vinegar but tell that to a hell-fire-damnation church 
crov/d out to get revenge on some element of society. V/ell, I credit my dad for giv- 
ing me tte perfect D.N. A. to be able to learn anything v/ell enough to be the best 
at it when I set my mind to lt# I also attribute my brashness and drive to succeed 
in this mean old world to all the busy Taylor blood lines in my gene pool. All this 
resoeot and thoughtful concern la Just a presage to the funeral for my daddy who die 
ooor when he tried all his life to find a gold nine and even bought stock shares in 
many of the oil companies that he built wooden derricks for, yet all those efforts 
went bust or belly up so that made him a failure in the eyes of the citizenry or 
ritzy kin who use money as a score card for success when living a cavalier and ex- 
citing lifestyle has no value to those puf fed-up blow-hards in society or rather 
high-society country clubs. **nyway, my dad was buried in an unmarked grave just as 
dear old Aunt .Tennle Sullivan Taylor lays forever in an unmarked erave site some- 
where up in wild Oklahoma Indian Territory where the family had to abandon her last 
remains during a blizzard and thus save themselves and the baby named Lissie Taylor 
Love eventually. Enough bad blood remembrances remained from that day until now to 
destroy all family love so animosity still reigns in sister or double-ccusin lissie 
Taylor Love f s h*art not to allow a tombstone tc be placed in the Taylor plot In 
Rosemond Cemetery of Commerce above his grave so that he would have the same thing 
happen* to him that resulted to Jennie. And that is the fact of the matter, good or 
bad for the good Christian and church going, family members to do. /ell, I vient to 
my daddy's funeral with Lynna and Lucille V/inniford; my Miss Ella was sick with 
laryngitis as was my little boy for onoe not a word could be said by those big talk- 
ers of mine. They stayed homo to get v/ell and not c«d about tc spread their diseased 
germs like folks do today with bad colds to infect the whole populace (seems folks 
selfishly want to infect others so that If one feols had then the whole world should 
suffer the same fate). And many other seemingly health kin often die a Week cr so 
later after a funeral because of getting flu germs at a cold-weatr.er time iunorai, 
funerals are for the living so why make everyone make a socially graced appearance 
at the deceased services that can result in e major illness that kills more loved 
ones. Well, Death is really a good thing in the long run; it gets rid oJ tne repro- 
bates like myself finally. Of course a lot of loved ones have to go join the gooa 
flfrtit also. Just as marriage is the fatal plunge for all hard_f ighters in this^lire, 



tine over-due for us all to experience. 7>e must not 
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ot» "ted her' tare as the legacy of all humankind to go to the grave when our! 
time comes* I am always as ready as I ever will be when that subject comes up. 

?L subject S death is Just a big part of life itself so why be squeamish or try , 
to avoid it. Be realistic at all times. Thus, I usually mlk all over the cemetery , 

water klnfolks. imn >«y » * -nitaohs and fancy tombstones on display. 

missed hearing about a friend's demise. &ucn ramo ing {L «Itaal3 of the Great Depres 

Vy ramblings also returned me to Sast Texas alter wie " funeral. But I 

sion v/Uh about the same bitter-sweet joy as going 1 « f r s ^Tp e f , 8h 
soon got over my saddness of losing my dad by going fisnmg, i caugn* w* 
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lay It down for anyone to hear. But no Little Mister kid of mine 
the house with a sassy mouth v/hen I pay the bills; "Well sheet my 
>r~I "have to eat ray own v/ords about keeping the peace and order at the 
Kids are sweet and good to have around but not when they rule the roosl 
'ern vounrins seem to do with the working mom away not to fceach morals 
'"he voiith culture is about to destroy this country of mine and your in 
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for the best or better* I did not know my dad till I was grcv/n 
>nau w»>o Via vms ft nfl hoard all kinds of thine S about him from u 
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, he via s and heard all kinds of things about him from un 

mv«r said a bad word about daddy, only that he ms a from a good fanily or 
3 would not have married him, to have sweet children equal to her good blood 
fhus no mother should bad mouth a father to a child who will eventuallygrow 
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»ay that fanatics 
j possible, being 
ihhouse places of 
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up to learn the truth and then hate the m 
love and appreciate my mother very much f 
story* That way nothing said ever had to 
for sure let me tell you* 

Being wise seems net to be part of the 
speak their piece to cause discord often 
they are prone to be. 7/ell, I chanced chit 
of the way one Church elder did; he stole 
Dudley Avenue Church of Christ* Wisely, t 
tion plate funding to the savings for the 
should be adequate but none cf it v»s the 
vacations and a room on his home went int 
the front pew or Mourner's Bench and crie 
saying he was sorry. Kary a penny was eve* 
and had learned his lesson so it took another I ive-year 

is my firm' belief so don't be silly and say God is Jlr- 
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ew cars for all 
t building fund 



»d the dad away. I do 
nent of her lost love 
nbb wise beyond wards 

in church act; they must 
the sadistic fiens that 
worship simply because 
building fund at the 
__ated one Sunday collec- 
ter five years, the sum 
ily and big 
e came down to ! 



to save money for a 
ch elder since God is 

this is v/i y free .'/ill 
every moment of every- 
tails get neglected 



universe so the d 

eal no one wants to do anything to them 
then blood ill the eye for sure. That is 
; is the only word for God's dictates. *n 
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ice of words ra^ 
in abused like 



s much closer 
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nne's life; God is busy in the who 
so when regular church goine fo"" 
when someone tte membership difl 
true relationship with the BlDl 
we changed our membership to /<a 
to our home on the Texas side. 

Cotton Belt Hospital on the Arkansas side, I nev< 
the street at that churchhouse when going to tft6 
I avoided that evil man who used religion and re, 

paying the stolen sums ; words are cheap "J ^ ailce^lsie %y lor" Winn if or d who 
have fit in very well indeed with my sister » " ™"r . „ . d J l0d a elgG she was 
m born-again so often tha t *he f - dne versos tl likely ^^s^r^t 

.^sVow 0 ?:^^^^ %rlll£ U in grille became & 

clan in Commerce aid old 7/innsbcro haa been. J^2jf2i^2t« LETjuIt th*t, not 
and religion in the sane breath. Bepa rat ipn ^gg%gg J£ do »0. I live my inner 
to use God as being a Republican th .«j t^ on how ood j am 0 r how J 

most felt religion as an example ^^g* J^^SSSS^ into h«aven' s door rather 
Godly I am. The Publicans are mor» apt to taiie ? n r " ra = Q t0 drop ln the plate loudl: 
than do cood deeds for wcrds 8rA °-J ea _| ^ ire-publican of the show-up inside the 
for all to hear ^at pledge as t. 3 domj J ng big 8n a regular sums for shev/^^ 
churchhouse who thlnK tney u«" * then j am no t consiaereu a 6 

no t sound abroad my ti JJWHJJj* \ omv « ^iges on the P0silar ne mbers. 
church worker since I do not ibvisu » j 
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up the place right now. At 
, Just gas them to death c 
steal me blind* Pardon my momei 
but much preferred to lies. 

Truth of the matter is that 
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thus eventually ruin the growing abJ 
only the media vrants to take credit 
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Houston left there; he was a good nan 
took me elsewhere in life; the last li 
Humor or a laugh can be the worst k 
neighbors in Sussex Downs. Patty Then* 
girl Kay Lydia bought the house from 
was doing so well that he built a new 
down, near the Loop. In fact, he live 
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and operated it on edge of tl 
Victorian house next tc the 3 
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Cotton Belt in the office so 
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sore eyes to see. So look tea 
a sardenic approach to that i 
look better than I was, not 1 
when the negatives code back 
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* this decades ago but 
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I did not ever 
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L occupation after the Civil .Var (old 
Lve mind-set) • But the pool vas fed b 
up from the cracks of the huge pool and the 55 dec 
watermelons. ? f y water well is on this water strata 
know about the coldness. No locals died or drawned 
shut it down and it slowly decayed into an unsight 
the building droop the roof line full of h 



th Mrs. Lutz because these new 
that it nearly killed my sen 1 s 
essure from not having air oircula- 
rmos bottle). Anyway, everyone had 
cl which had a drowning of a sol- 
nd the rumor mill states that the 
e a lifeguard that federal regula- 
deral troops and such laws because 
hurts and wounds die slowly with 
natural cold springs that seeped 
eed water was cold as iced dowi 
with a 55 degree water so I shoul 
but the government regulations 
y mess. Such a waste to see all 

20 years to 



blow it all dov/n. High fences had to be built to keep curious younpsters out so I 



do not thinl 
gulatlons. 



local fun times duri 



1 son for not 
or not annou 



long hot summers. 
She was friendly to ffeve when pass in* 



federal re- 
the real reason since 
lly. Thus, that fun 
parties existed for the 
Lutz family often 



g home at lunch time so 
was told the price was 
t and left auicklv. He 



Once, Mrs. Lutz ran outside to greet my son when walklr 
she offered a noon meal to Robert boy which when finishes 
well worth twenty-five cents; a quarter he saicf he had nc 
never walked that route again and snears to this day at t 
of show ticket money after they also ate free at our tab] 
favor once in their long years of knowing us: "Do me wror 
do me badly twice and shame on me" quoted my son about th 
cf a memory courses through his brain. T!ev*r again did he 
Lutz continued acting friendly to greet us when v» Iking t 
that Mr. Ramsey owned at 33rd and 3oul*vard. Vy son 
of the 33rd Street and avoided any more encounters, 
does net need enemies often enough stated my son. EE 
a mile extra to avoid that route. That made me tire 
commented. My tired is worn out from it all. So tir 
or aches me ell over. And so tired my eye lashes dr 
floored me. And this just added to the reason that 
farm each weekend; he could literally get away from 
while netting his homework done on the train trip that took four hours one way. And 
' got to keep in close touch with all the kin, some bad and some not so good. 



:nco, shame on you; but 
dreadful day. The curse 
I sit any of them. Vrs. 
ing by from the grocery store 
cut through and walked way north 
tfith friends like that £hen one 
never forgot. Bobby would walk 
thiniing about it as I often 
d in fact ttet my hair hurts 
op. All that turn of events just 
my son preferred to go visit the 
the hateful and grasping folks 



a lso 
But 



'of mine* learned first hand all about his blood kin with good reason to 



understand all the backbiting that he 
)ver and over, being an orphan i 
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iira^tting'far contemplation^ or an Jj^JJJ* Jj^^ 
or of Shebanotah that we had to 
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got in the door-to-door dry cleaner salesman s oap 
Silly Goat Gruff ate rail fences for his jollies o 
girls up a tree (treed them for hours since he did 
me what usua 
that little b 
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and chickens so his aunt Lynna gave the Joe to a ^ITO l^tM 
m,of* for his sup; lies in his yard. I nad to drive my son oy \ 
Tt r *o£l* Sen w Tml to Cooa.ro. In his aunt Lynna- s car of course, o 



e one that 
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Being on my son's bad s 
self on forlks for he was 
going to the farm and wor 
But the Lutz family was { 
heard over and over the c 
Price. He never saw them 
speaking to %hem in publi 
putting on a socially acc 
The farm excursion Jeep 
around v/ith gaa 
quired doing so 
lng that that m 
farm chores are 
the meanness of 
the creeks were 

dozen. A County Agent was nirea zo trap 
hundreds end hung the carcasses on the f 
the Sulphur Springs Highway. The stench 
nearly keeled over from the odor alone, 
prooved that he was earning his salary e 
raisers bv the hundreds lived in rur&l 
when the old nan agent retired for good, 
gooders won the day with declaring thai 
ran the length of Turkey Creek from deej 
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feed the big pack of 30 or 30 in the mU 
was the foxes. Local hunters with their 
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out cf house an< 



one else wanted 
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\ for sure. «vell, 
ring wolves from 
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.ther way that one 
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>b and then the do 
\ around. 7olves 
) far western Texas 



late at night for 
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the old tine Jackie 
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to c 
are 



mere like 



a fox in a pin to turn 
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:itty cat; the feline nature 



a cm 
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seen again that dog st 
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job but the dog ml! 
tt the boards off the flooring c 
lat Collie literally nearly ate 
i no men folks were on the place 
•one for sure. The pouting natui 
i hurt feelings on his sleeves 
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one 
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are sura 
d not a g 
made an li 
and also taught one how ti 
today, the family of only 
that no compromise will exist 
of these days; too many "Litt 
is the only way in this world 
io grow up around in order to 
with one another in this over 
reap. what it is sowing by hsv 
the grandparents or the famll 



just for the exercise to prove I hadn't 
so my tongue can run sixty-miles an hou: 
I am whimsical that way when telling my 
all my rattling along like an empty wag 
have not loaded up myself. Excuse me ir 
spastic colon sets the internal juices 
a car going but in a jerking manner aoffii 
going till we ran out of ga sol in- 
run my mouth long enough to conju 
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.th 3 



thing either. Large families 
vidual learn early in life how to get i 
end for self in a crowd of loved ones 
means that little give-and-take exists 
it in our society or governmen 
tie Hitler s" will exist; each 
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> it all too clearly as 
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•e to do so hits me. 
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* ens tan t enough to keep 
I* the great depression, 



alway 
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My constant ride through life is to talk myself to death so that wav I will d! 
happy enough. Just don f t let me talk you to death with tte doredom petting you d< 
My old Unk Scotty appeared apain on my front door stoop. He wanted to see Sarah 

long since been dead not just retired from showbix but retired from this life*. I 
knew that he* truly came to imbue my son with the wonder lust that he gave me earlj 
In my life when he came from the old country and stayed to claim th* good life fc 



his own. I was not p.bout to let h- 
for his pleasure. I oould show my 
of wonder via a on the brink in thi« 
my dear old Unk Scotty who still i 
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I always promise more than 
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py trait for sure; v/e look and then 
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most of the dollege educated crowd these days] • I took fi] 
but they made me put It back so therefore donj^t expect to< 
ly edified department of the educated world, nyway, kids 
world sooner or later, for they will surely g*ow-up to b<*< 
usually even though they are quick to say they do things 1 
for they are the hope of the future if anything is to get 
kids are the hope for the future to beoon» better but it ( 
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the meanness that we have to endure (but sometimes I 
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nice. One can just get germs from sitting in a publio bathroom commode or so I was 
alv/ays taught but now one group of scientists say naught while another groupie de- 
clare yea. Viho is to be believed so now the pencilllan shots r.ake the discusslod' 
moot for the youngsters out to have a high old good time. But Oh that I have the 
courage of my convictions from olden times not to become modern and thus immoral* 
Then, all this new- fancied doctors say germs can't live but a few seconds on count- 
era so no need to worry about contractidg a malady in public, Polks really like to 
h»sr all that silly crap so they can hinge their simple minded reasoning on exactly 
the one little bit of oontrov^rsey proclaimed ag absolute truth for them to be fil- 
thy or nasty minded culprits. *5ven wearing a hair net in restaurants by the waitres- 
ses has become passe. Hairs in the food or on the plate almost became a fetish to 
count on the side of the main course; that is enough to turn my cast iron stomach 
over to its alluminua coated side* I no longer frequent public place to eat out 
for fear getting the orud of the century inside me even though new-wave of doc- 
tors said all diseases were cured by the medical science shot in the butt. So much 



find nvself a good workbrittle Ch r i 3 tian\to keep company with. All the conflab that 
Ood cured the plagues of society doesn't oonvince me to act licentious. All the 
sanctified holiering and waving of arms to heavenward redenption won 1 t salve the 
wounds of pardition when doing wrong, no matter the conflation reading of the Bible 
texts will change the truth so all those Bible toting sinners son be so nice seem- 
ing till you really get to know them. Just would not want to have down home fun witfc 
them or spend old homeweek in their self -elevated company. 

Down home fun is best with the family. Birthday and Christmas always seem a fcood 
•time to be blessed with the relatives and they Indeed bless us with their hellscious 
gifts that have no practical use such as u^ly ties and bad hankerchiefs too thin ti 
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